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PEEFACE 



A FEW weeks €ifter the beginning of the century, a mixed 
company of troops from India visited the islands of New 
Zealand for the edification of the inhabitants. A magni- 
ficent Sikh was asked what he thought of the Maoris. 

* Phaugh !' said he, * they are pigs !' 

Meeting one of his Majovi friends, the interlocutor said, 

* Paramena, what is your opinion of these Indian troops ?' 
^Wella,^ said Paramena, *^ some fine men, rangaiirc^ like 
you an^ me. Some no good, taurekareka^ like the monkey. 
But all know t'e drill. Where they get t'e drill ? Te 
pakeha'' (the white man) ^he teach them. Mow then. 
'Fe Maori he fighting man too. You gif him t^e gun, an^ 
he jus^ as good as these men. 'But he no want t^e drill — 
he got it pefore t^e pakeha come.^ 

Of a truth, the Maori takes to fighting intuitively. For 
over seven himdred years his was a fighting race, and then 
came the pakeha and spoiled everjrthing. The M€u>ri 
had one last good ^ set-to,^ and was then asked to turn his 
sword into a pruning-hook, to put his musket by, and 
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vi PREFACE 

tend the patient sheep. This he has never done. He 
has perforce ceased to fight, but to be a husbandman 
is impossible. As well ask a Cossack to become a silk- 
mercer. 

According to their legends, the progenitors of the 
Maoris came in some twenty canoes from the mythical 
island of Hawaiki, where life had become impossible by. 
reason of intertribal wars. But they brought the seeds 
of enmity with them, and these, sown in rich virgin soil, 
brought forth fifty-fold. 

Whether the W€u^ which filled their history were the 
cause of their tribal communism, or their communism the 
cause of their intertribal strife, it is impossible to deter- 
mine. But one thing is undeniable : they brought both 
their communism and their methods of warfare to a ripe 
perfection. In times of peace the Maori enjoyed an 
Arcadian existence, into which no care intruded ; in time 
of war he passed into the seventh heaven of rapturous 
excitement, and not infrequently into the seventh heaven 
itself, through the gates of Te Reinga, which is his name 
for Hades. 

Tribe conquered and even exterminated tribe, but 
nothing could assuage the Maori^s thirst for fighting. 
Never was there any one conquering sept which could 
dictate a supreme control to the subordinate and weaker 
septs throughout the islands ; among tiie many con- 
querors who stalked the land, never was there one who 
could fuse the many contending tribes into a nation. 
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governed from one centie, owning fealty to a single 
ruler. 

When the white man arrived, he fomid the islands rent 
from end to end by internecine wars; but instead of 
seeing in him their common enemy, against whom it was 
expedient for them to unite, the M €u>ris welcomed the 
pakeha^ because he could supply them with powder and 
shot with which to exterminate each other. This they 
almost accomplished, and now the assimilation of a 
civilization they do not understand is finishing the work. 
In spite of the sincerest e£Ports of a paternal Government, 
it is the sad belief of those who know the race best, that 
the M€u>ris are doomed to be extinguished or absorbed. 
Therefore I have named this book ^ Tales of a Dying Race.** 

Of its contents, * Arahuta's Baptism," * Reremoa and the 
Pearly Nautilus," * The Blind Eye of the Law," < Pirimona,' 
*King Potatau"s Powder-maker," *The Tohunga and the 
Taniwha," *The Courting of Te Rahui," *Told m the 
Puia," *Te Wiria"s Potatoes," ^ Pirihira," and 'The King"s 
Ngerengere," first saw the light in the pages of 7%^ 
BuUetm^ Sydney, New South Wales. 'Rawiri and the 
Four Evangelists " and * Patopato and the Water-Nymphs " 
appeared originally in the New Zealand Triad. ' A White 
Wahine " was first printed, in a somewhat different form and 
with a di£Perent title, in the Dunedin Star. I am indebted 
to the proprietors of these three journals for the right to 
reprint the tales which they have done me the honoiur to 
introduce to their readers. 
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To my ancient Maoii friend Earepa Te Whetu I am 
indebted for the two folk-lore tales, ^ Putangitangi and 
the Maero "* and ^ The Ngarara^ ; and I#we him an equal 
debt of gratitude for * The Poriro ' and * Big Piha and 
Little Piha.' Te Whetu means * the Star.' Earepa the 
Star has illumined for me much that was dark and obscure 
in the Maori mind. 

A. A. GRACE. 
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ARAHUTA'S BAPTISM 

Tamahua had two wives. Maurea was the wife of his 
youth, but she was childless ; so he had married Arahuta 
also, which was an arrangement quite tika — quite correct. 

Maurea had received Arahuta as her co-wife with every 
mark of a£Pection, and the three lived peacefully together. 
There was no suspicion of jealousy between the two wives 
of Tamahua. Maori women are, for the most part, large- 
minded in matrimonial matters. 

Tamahua'^s wives used to plant his kumara, dig them up 
when ripe, and cook them ; they wove flax garments for 
him, and ministered to his comfort. And, in return, 
Tama' abstained fix)m those fierce ebullitions of temper 
so frequent in Maori chiefs, and was generally contented, 
and loved his wives. And they were as happy as bell- 
birds that sing in the ^ bush.*^ 

When Arahuta had borne three children, the new 
Jcardkia came to Papatea. Karakia is the native word 
for religion. Of course, the Maori tohmtga^ or priest, 
said it was a poor sort of karaJcia compared with his ; but 
as his was excessively vague, and in many respects a 
nuisance, the people said they would give the white man's 
karakia a trial. The Maori deeply loves a new thing. 

1 
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And the paJceha's Jcarakia can be made really interest- 
ing to the savage mind if the exponent does but know 
how to use the startling incidents of the Old Testament. 

As for Tamahua, the Jcauwhau^ or stories, told by the 
white tohtmga fairly ^ fetched "^ him. He took Eitione 
(Gideon) and Rawiri (David) for his patron saints, and 
was fully convinced that the atua^ or god, of such heroes 
must be worth worshipping. And he worshipped. 

The man who brought the new Jcarakia to Papatea was 
a Grerman, named Poggendorffl And when he got back 
to headquarters, this is how he spoke of his mission : 
^Dere is moch seed for der gaddering at Babadea. 
Tamahua, der ghief dere, for babdism is brebaring. Budt 
it is ver*" deeviguld mit Tamahua — ^he haf two vifes. Dees 
vifes in der headten tays he marriedt, in goot fait^ undt 
kvide in geepings mit der goostoms of de beobles ; undt 
to poodt avay von of dem he don^ like, begause he loafs 
dose two vifes ver^ moch, undt dey are most beaudivul 
vomans. So I bromise to sday two-dree veek mit him 
somedime ven I next go dere, undt ve dalk id ofer, undt I 
dhink Tamahua he gome along all righdt undt poodt avay 
von of dose vifes, undt den I babdise him. Undt I dhink 
Tamahua he get grade blezzing ven I get him babdised 
already.' 



Arahuta was sitting on the sea-beach, crying. The 
white, frothy little waves of the land-locked bay laved her 
feet ; white sea-birds flew screaming past her ; the chubby 
brown infant she nursed divided his attention between his 
mother and the encroaching tide. But Arahuta paid 
small heed to child, sea-birds, or sea. Her tear-blun^ed 
eyes gazed constantly at the concourse of people in the 
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village, some three hundred yards from where she sat upon 
the beach. 

One of the chiefs was addressing the people. Arahuta 
could hear his voice lifted high upon the still air. She 
could see him walking up and down in front of the crowd 
and gesticulating wildly in emphasis of his speech. 
Arahuta knew the orator — Tama\ father of the child she 
nursed. 

His speech was a long one. When it was ended, there 
was great shouting in approval of what had been said, and 
the whole audience, at the direction of the speaker, trooped 
down to the beach, where they clustered under a great 
pohtdukawa tree, whose branches of crimson flowers 
threw a cool shade upon the yellow sand. The people 
grouped themselves round a large wooden fgnt, decorated 
with nch red flowers from the tree above. 

Then from the village came down a man dressed in 
white, and with him were the chiefs of the tribe and 
Tamahua. This man in white was the paJceha priest, who 
had brought the new Jcarakia to Papatea. And the new 
karaJcia had become the fashion, and everyone wanted to 
join it — except Arahuta. 

Poggendorff came solednly down, with the deeply- 
serious air common to all tohunga men, brown or white, 
of whatever creed. For a while he stood wrapped in 
silence beneath the flowering tree, the sleeve of his 
surplice covering his face. Then he made oration, which, 
too, is a practice common to all tohunga men. And after 
he had finished speaking there was a great commotion 
among the people, and they seemed to be arranging 
themselves in a semblance of order around the font. 
Then Poggendorff once more covered his face with his 
sleeve, and spoke to his atua^ and all the people stood still 

1—2 
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and silent, with bent heads — ^their reverence for the new 
Jcarakia was profound. Then he called his converts up 
before him by families, sprinkled their heads with water 
from the font, said an incantation over them, and gave 
them new names. 

Arahuta watched from afar this baptism of the people. 
The last to step before the white tohimga was Tamahua, 
and with him Maiu^a, his wife, and Arahuta^s two children. 
Arahuta watched their baptism, breathless, and clutched 
her babe the tighter to her breast. And the tohimga 
gave Tama^ the name of Aperahama (Abraham), and 
called the woman Hara (Sarah). He must have had a 
grim sense of humour, that tohunga. 

When the ceremony was over the people trooped back 
to the village to feast. Only the pdkeha remained behind. 
He had taken off his surplice, and stood regarding Arflhuta, 
as she crouched, weeping, on the sand. 

By-and-by he walked towards her, till she could hear 
his guttural tones. 

^ Mine child,^ he said, ^ why do you stand alone, outzide 
der fold? Der new JcaraJcia — ^' But Arahuta fled from 
him along the beach. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ » 

Night had closed down on Papatea. The feasters had 
sung their last hymn ; the Jccmta fires had died out ; every- 
body was fast asleep. The village was as quiet as death, 
but for the breaking of the waves upon the shore. 

The moonlight glistened on the dark waters, and the 
beach looked white in the pale light. 

On this white band of sand there was a black speck 
moving. It was Arahuta with her child, coming back 
towards the kavnga. She paused beneath the big pohutu- 
Jcawa tree, whose redness was now turned black, and laved 
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her hands m the holy water which still lay at the bottom 
of the font. 

PresCTitly she sprinkled her sleeping child with a few 
drops, and made marks crosswise on his forehead. Then 
for a while she called on the unknown attia to curse the 
white tohtmga and all his tribe. Her voice reached the 
village, and a wakeful cur barked at her. When she had 
finished her imprecation she walked down the beach into 
the moonlit sea. With her babe upon her back she swam 
far out upon the glistening waters, till she appeared but 
a little black blot upon the sheet of silver. Suddenly the 
blot vanished. 

***** 

The Reverend Gottlieb Poggendorff, at the next annual 
meeting of the Auckland branch of his society, addressed 
his ailidience thus : 

* Ve haf grade blezzings, my dear frens, at Babadea, for 
vhich I gif dhanks to Gott. Dere vas zeventy-sigs gandi- 
dates for babdism at Babadea, undt mit dem Tamahua, 
der ghief. Der bolygamy kvesdion crop oop dere, undt 
almosd make a deeviguldy. Tama^ he haf two vifes, goot- 
mannered young vomans, undt he loaf dem ver^ moch. 
Von of dese vas de vife of his yoot\ budt she haf no 
schildrens ; de odder vas a most loafly young vomans vhich 
Tamahua he took furder on, undt she haf dree schildrens, 
vhich make Tama** a ver** broud mans. Undt dhey all 
togedder lif mitout kvarrelling undt shdrife. So a grade 
pidy it seem to disturb so moch beace undt harmony ; 
budt de rules of der church are strigd — ^like de laws of der 
Bersians, dhey cannot be schanged. No von mit more dan 
von vife can be babdised. Undt I vonder mit minesellof 
vhich he vould geeb. Alzo he dhinks undt dhinks a goot 
lot, undt den he says it is der first vife he vill geeb, undt 
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der odder, like Hagar, he send adrivd on der vorldt. She 
took mit her aheady her leedle Ishmael at der breasd, 
budt her two odder schildrens Tama^ he geeb mit himsellof 
undt haf dem babdised. Alzo der grade deefiguldy at 
Babadea vas ofergome, undt Tamahua der ghief entered 
der fold, for vhich I gif efery day braise undt dhanksgiffing 
toGodt; 

But of the baptism of Arahuta the Reverend Grottlieb 
said never a word. 



REREMOA AND THE PEARLY NAUTILUS 

When a man wants to find something, there always are a 
hundred people ready to tell him where to find it, but 
never a man who will go and fetch it. It was so with 
Rossmatin and his pearly nautilus. At Rotorua a man 
in the Priest's Bath told him to try the coast north of 
Manganui. He had seen shoals of nautili there, and had 
eaten them for breakfast. So Rossmatin went and tried ; 
he had a theory that his cephalopod spawned more freely 
in southern latitudes, though he had hardly hoped to find 
it south of parallel S5. But science is nothing if you have 
no faith. So Rossmatin had come north to Manganui. 

The man in the Priest's Bath had recommended him to 
*chip in' with the Maoris — they would find his shellfish 
for him. Rossmatin had ^ chipped in ' with Reremoa. 

Reremoa was pretty, eighteen, abounding in hair black 
as coal — a Maori sea-nymph. 

Rossmatin was a zoologist, an entomologist, a lover of 
bugs and butterflies,snakesand centipedes; a palaeontologist, 
an ichthyologist — a great scientist. But his mania was for 
cephalopods, curious sea denizens of the genus mollusca. 
He could tell you all about Dibranchiata and Tetrabran- 
chiata, things quite beyond the ken of ordinary men, and 
would, if you let him, discourse by the hour on the pearly 
nautilus, to the quest of which he had devoted his life. 
He said this shellfish was unique; there was but one 
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specimen extant, the one brought home by the Challenger 
expedition, and preserved in a pickle-bottle. The scarcity 
of this cephalopod had caused Rossmatin much tribula- 
tion. It was his passion as well as his despair. He Uved 
to explain its life-history. ^ For,^ said he, ^ it stands in an 
order all by itself, the sole remaining representative of the 
ancient ammonites of the Palaeozoic and Mesozoic times, 
the chief of all molluscs, the greatest of all invertebrates, 
divided from all Octopoda and Decapoda by a wide gap."* 
But it was time to move on when Rossmatin became 
technical. 

He had visions of dead ammonites as big as cart-wheels, 
but he would be content with a real, live pearly nautilus 
the size of a half-crown. But fate was hard on Rossmatin. 
For twenty years it had cast his lot in London, whereas 
his cephalopod lived somewhere in the South Seas. It had 
also made him poor. But after years of economy he had 
come to seek his heart's desire. 

* * * ♦ * ♦ 

The morning was clear and still ; the sea was unruffled 
by a ripple — ^its surface was like blue glass. Reremoa and 
Rossmatin were walking along the beach. 

Reremoa could speak but little English. Rossmatin 
could specJc no Maori, yet he was explaining to the Maori 
girl all about his cephalopod. He told of his tireless 
search ; how at Ralum, in New Britain, he had dredged 
for a year in sixty fathoms of water, but all in vain ; how 
he had explored the New Guinea coast for six months, and 
had nearly been drowned ; how the islanders of Guadal- 
canar and Ysabel, in the Solomons, had coveted his head ; 
how at Lifu, in the Loyalty group, he had fallen ill with 
a strange disease, and the French doctors at Noumea had 
sent him south to Rotorua to try the puia. Reremoa 
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did not understand, but she thought Rossmatin the hand- 
somest paJceha she had seen. Rossmatin told how he had 
read that the natives of the New Hebrides caught his 
cephalopod in their lobster-pots and ate them with relish. 
At Bogoto there had been shoals of sharks; at Vella 
Lavella he had been speared in the left arm. 

Reremoa wondered what this pupu fish could be, and 
listened with all ears, determined to do all she could for 
iliepalceha ; she had the indulgent Maori disposition. 

Rossmatin explained the construction of his mollusc — 
how it had curved sutures and plain septa. Reremoa looked 
into his blue eyes, and wondered where they got their 
colour from. She thought a yellow, close-clipped beard 
must be the best sort of beard in the world. Rossmatin 
explained that your true ammonite has complex septa^ and 
sutures that are zigzagged, foliated^ or insularly lobed. 
Reremoa thought it would be delightful to touch the soft, 
white throat just below where the sunburn mark was, to 
see if the creaminess rubbed off. And so they walked on, 
Rossmatin garrulous of turrilites, discoidal forms, and 
involute tjrpes, Reremoa as wise as a Maori girl need be. 
At last they came to a reef that jutted out into the sea. 

Reremoa pointed down into the deep, still water. 

^Look,^ she said, ^your pwpu fish is down there. FU 
dive and get you one.' 

Rossmatin was used to native ways. He did not demur 
— ^he wanted his nautilus. 

Reremoa dived decorously, and left her single garment 
floating on the tide. Rossmatin clutched the smock and 
waited.* 

Reremoa came to the surface ; there was nothing in her 
hand. Down she went again. Again she came to the 
surface with nothing. 
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* Reremoa,'^ shouted Rossmatin, * there^s nothing down 
there. Come out — ^there may be sharks about V 

A third time Reremoa dived ; a third time she came to 
the surface. 

* Look,' she cried, * kuJcuI IVe got it P Her face was 
beaming with pleasure. 

^ Quick ! let me see f cried Rossmatin. 

Reremoa swam to the rock he stood on, and clambered 
up beside him. Rossmatin grasped the mollusc. 

^ It's a common mussel !' 

Reremoa's face fell. All her joy vanished. She looked 
pitifuUy at Rossmatin, as though she had done wrong, 
and he looked at her. 

Then Rossmatin grasped the maiden. He had found 
something better than his pearly nautilus, something more 
worth keeping. 



THE BLIND EYE OP THE LAW 

It is generally considered impossible to marry another 
man^s wife. But this is not so. In Maoriland it is quite 
possible ; more than that, the thing has been done there. 

^ ile ^ ^ ^ 

Tukutuku'^s father had assimilated pdkeha notions in 
reference to land, and, forsaking his Maori communistic 
ideas, had procured through the Native Land Court a 
bond-fide title to ten thousand acres, his share of the tribal 
territory. Those ten thousand acres became real estate, in 
which Tukutuku had a distinct interest ; she was the old 
chiefs only child, and when she reached a marriageable 
age she had no lack of suitors. There was Tiki from Okiwi, 
Hone f5rom Eoriniti, Timoti f5rom Kaiteriteri, and Hamuera 
from Onetea. But Tiki was a man of small consequence ; 
Hone, though a chief of some numa, was hunchbacked ; 
Timoti was too fond of wai piroj and under its intoxicat- 
ing influence had beaten his late wife till she died ; and 
as for Hamuera, Tukutuku, who was a fine big girl, could 
not bring herself to marry a pigmy. 

Ruku lived a hundred miles from Omakau, Tuku^s 
Tcainga. He was a man of both mcma and lands, a ranga- 
tira like Tuku, and as handsome as she was pretty. Ruku 
felt he was the man to win the belle of Omedcau. So he 
came along the coast in style, in the biggest canoe of his 
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tribe, rowed by fifty men. The magnificence of his pro- 
gress was heralded before him, and his advent at Omakau 
was celebrated with a feast and powhiri^ such as are given 
only to the most welcome guests. 

Ruku^s visit was quite formal — that was understood — 
but his courting began with little delay. When Tuku 
saw him, she asked her father — quite as a matter of course 
— if he would accept Ruku as a son-in-law, supposing 
their guest made love to her. And her father, a really 
courteous, tattooed old gentleman, said he would feel 
honoured to do so. This, according to Maori etiquette, 
gave Tuku carte-blanche — she need stick at nothing. And 
she didn^t. 

The first evening that the guests and their entertainers 
were assembled in the whare-puni where the festive gather- 
ings were held, Tuku contented herself with glancing at 
Ruku when he wasn^t looking. She didn^t speak to him ; 
that would have been giving herself away too early. 
His eyes frequently met hers, and Tuku tried to seem 
unconcerned under his scrutiny, and laughed and talked 
with the girls that sat round her. She didtft know it, 
but Ruku was hoping she was the girl he'd come to 
court : he was too well-bred to ask for Tukutuku straight 
away. 

On the second night she sat nearer the young chief, and 
remained in the house long after most of the women had 
gone to their huts. But at last she went away reluctantly. 

On the third night she sat close to Ruku, and whilst 
the laughter and talking were at their height she put her 
hand into his, and Ruku held it fast. That night she did 
not go alone to her hut, and next morning she was 
awakened by the girls of the kamga calling : ^ Ruku and 
Tukutuku have slept in the same hut. We have seen 
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them in Tukutuku's whare. Ruku and Tuku are man 
and wife.' 

Such was Tukutuku's marriage — simplicity itself. 

« « « « « 

There could be no doubt of Ruku's love for Tukutuku, 
but the strongest passion latent in the Maori is the love 
of war. After a spell of domestic bliss, the war-fever took 
Ruku suddenly in its clutches, and he went off to wage 
the white man's battles in the Urewera country. And 
Tuku stayed in the Tcainga with her picaninny Pepeha — 
the keepsake of the departed Ruku. Tuku's father was 
dead, and she was a wahine nui, possessed of ten thousand 
acres of land. 

♦ « iie « ^ 

Cruttenden was a burly pakeha, ruddy, handsome, 
n^terful. He had come to Omakau on Government 
business, to rectify surveys ; so he was brought closely into 
contact with Tukutuku over her ten thousand acres. He 
lived with his men in tents outside the village. 

The beach in front of Omakau was smooth and plea- 
sant, and stretched fitlly six miles along the coast. On 
clear, still winter mornings, when the sun's warmth was 
grateful to the thin-blooded Maori, Tukutuku, accom- 
panied by a woman attendant, often took a canoe and 
coasted along the shore to a place where she could bathe 
undisturbed in the shallow, sun-warmed water, and after- 
wards enjoy unobserved a sun-bath on the hot white sand. 

This bathing-place was a little indentation in the shore- 
line, sheltered on either side by lofty sand-dunes, upon 
which the sun beat fiercely. A clear runnel of fresh water 
tBn into the sea from between the screening sand-hills. 

Here Tukutuku spent entire mornings with Pepeha and 
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Kura, her attendant. The natives call it Tukutuku'^s 
Bath. 

Cruttenden began by gaining the confidence of the 
picaninny. He made Fepeha flax boats, baked him tofiy 
out of Government butter and sugar, caught cicadas for 
him in the * bush,' till the child loved the paJceha better 
than his own absent father. And, to his credit, Crutten- 
den was as fond as he could be of the jolly, laughing, 
round little piece of brown humanity. Women are the 
same all the world over: Tukutuku felt drawn towards 
the upstanding rangaJtira who took such notice of her 
child. 

« 1^ « iie « 

It was a clear day. The sky was blue, the sea was blue, 
the ^bush"^ on the hills was blue, and not a breath of the 
rarefied winter air stirred. In the sun it was genially 
warm; in the shade it was all but freezing. Nothii|g 
could be more delicious on such a day than to bask in the 
sunshine, with an invigorating yet tranquil atmosphere 
preventing that lassitude which comes so naturally to the 
Maori. 

Tukutuku was in her bath : she lay basking in the sun- 
warmed, shallow water, with her head just above the 
glist^iing wavelets, and the mass of her black hair float- 
ing on the surface. Kura and Fepeha had bathed, and 
were playing on the sand, the woman pretending to catch 
katipoy a venomous sort of spider, to the child's utmost 
glee. But his laughter was suddenly checked by the 
report of a gun, and a flock of gulls flew overhead. As 
the birds swept past, a voice came over the waters, 
^ shooing ' the gulls in their flight. 

^ Kura, that is the paheha shooting Tcaroro^ said Tuku. 
And she had hardly spoken, when Cruttenden's canoe 
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appeared round the sand-hills. He was alone, paddling 
slowly along, with the muzzle of his gun sticking up above 
the side of his small craft. He at once caught sight of 
Pepeha and the nurse upon the shore, where their figures 
showed black against the white dunes. He called out in 
Maori, and the picaninny answered him. Cruttenden at 
once turned the nose of his canoe into Tukutuku's Bath. 

He did not see Tuku in the water until he was close 
beside her ; but she, far from being disconcerted by his 
presence, began to talk to him as he sat in his kopapa 
close by her. 

Suddenly Tuku broke oflF her conversation with the 
white man, and said to Eura : 

^ The picaninny cannot walk back to the kainga^ and he 
is too heavy for you to carry. Take the ^aAreAa^^ canoe — 
he will lend it you — ^and go back to the village with the 
child.' 

Cruttenden got out of the kopapOj and romped awhile 
with Pepeha on the sand ; and when Eura had taken her 
place in the little craft, he waded out and placed the child 
beside the nurse, and the woman and Pepeha soon dis- 
appeared £rom the scene. Tukutuku and the pakeha were 
alone upon the beach. 

* m * * * 

That evening Cruttenden, at Tukutuku's request, slept 
in the kamgay and thenceforward lived no more in tents. 

4( ♦ ♦ 4( jK 

Ruku had had his fill of war. He had returned to 
Omakau a battered wreck, with a limp in his walk and 
minus an eye. All his beauty was gone : one bullet had 
struck him obliquely in the cheek and had played havoc 
with his face, and another had smashed his ankle-bone. 
So much for Ruku's passion for war. 
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His wife scorned him openly, and would hardly look 
at him — ^his face certainly gave her sufficient excuse ; she 
said he walked like a hmepuJceko hopping about a swamp. 
Neither did he get much sympathy from the people of the 
Tcamga. They said : ^ If a Tcahu stays too long away from 
his mate, another bird will warm his nest.^ Even his child, 
frightened at his disfigurements, avoided him, and ran to 
the pdkeha. 

In the good old pre-pdkeJia days Ruku would have 
righted his domestic affairs with a tomahawk; but now 
the Queen'^s writ ran through Maoriland from end to end, 
and Ruku knew only too well what the law he had helped 
to establish would do if he tukitukPd a white man. So 
for awhile he did nothing but brood over his sullied 
honour and vanished prestige. 

But the purblind cripple was still a true toa; it was 
more than flesh and blood could stand, to see, with his 
remaining eye, his conjugal rights usurped. And — ^law or 
no law — one dark night murder was all but committed in 
Tukutuku^s whare, 

Cruttenden was well versed in l^al matters pertaining 
to the Maori, and knew just how the case stood in the 
eye of the law. So one day, when a cutter appeared off 
Omafcau, he put out to it in a canoe, and stayed a long 
while conferring with the skipper. 

Next morning the cutter sailed away, with Cruttenden 
and Tukutuku on board. 

« « iff « iif 

The District Court of Timber Town was sitting, and 
Judge Vanderdick sat upon the bench. In the ^box^ 
stood Ruku, with a big half-healed wound in his right 
cheek and his face uglier than ever. Cruttenden had 
evidently come off best in the midnight scrimmage. 
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Ruku addressed the Court through an interpreter : 

* Before Te Eooti escaped from the Chathams I married 
my wife. I am a good subject of Queen Wikitoria. In 
fighting for her I became what I now am — a man only 
good for digging Tcumara and potatoes. My wife has gone 
off with a pakeha^ who went to my Tcainga while I was at 
the war. I want the Government to give her back to me. 
When I tell her to come she says she is married to the 
paJceha according to the proper ritenga of the white man. 
If I go and kill that pdkeha and take her, the law will kill 
me quick — no good ! Now, I want you, the Judge who 
sees to these things, to get my wife Tukutuku and send 
her back to me. I who have fought for your Queen say, 
" Let the strong hand of your law give me back my wife 
from the pdkeha who stole her.'' ' 

District Judge Vanderdick looked at his notes, mumbled 
something to the Clerk of the Court, examined his notes 
again, and said : 

* When did the Maori say he married this woman ? 
And the answer came back through the interpreter : 

^ I married her six years before Te Eooti massacred the 
people of Poverty Bay. I fought with Ropata against 
Te Kooti.' 

^ But ask him how he married her/ 

* How did I marry ? I married her all right, in the way 
my ancestors married before me. I think that a very good 
way.' 

Judge Vanderdick fumbled with his notes. He had 
never had such a case before. 

* Er — ah — ^the fact is,' he said — ^ that is to say, Fm sure 
this is very awkward, very awkward indeed, but the law 
seems to make no provision for such a case. The law does 
not seem to recognise the Maori form of marriage. In the 
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eye of the law this man^s wife was a spinster till she 
married this — ah — white man — of the name of — er — ^yes — 
of — er — the name of Cruttendai — according to the pre- 
scribed legal method. This is a most unusual case — ^the 
law seems to have overlooked the status of this — er — ^Roko- 
roko. Eh ? Ruku ? Yes, to be sure, his name is Ruku— 
Tve got it down in my notes. Tell Ruku, th^ that 
the law is powerless to interfere on his behalf — er^ — ^yes, 
on his behalf — ^yes, entirely powerless to interfere/ 

When Ruku had fully grasped what the learned Judge 
meant, he delivered himself thus : 

^ You tell your Judge his law is like me — ^blind in one 
eye. With its other eye it looks at the white man. It 
never sees the Maori unless he has done something wrong ; 
then it sees him quick. Some day, I don^t know when, 
but some day we Maori men will knock out that eye too, 
and then your law will be blind in both eyes — ^like your 
Judge there.' 

But the interpreter failed to translate — ^he was too 
much tak^i aback by such flagrant contempt of Court — 
and Ruku limped out of the presence of justice like a 
pukeJco hopping out of a swamp. 

Cruttenden was left in indisputable possession of Tuku- 
tuhi^ his lawful wedded wife, and her ten thousand acres 
of land. 



PIRIMONA 

PiBiMONA was a half-caste. . His baptismal name was 
Philemon, but ^ Pirimona^ is as near as the Maori tongue 
can get to the original Greek. He lived alone in a two- 
roomed frame-house just outside the Tcamga, 

He was a pattern for all good Maoris to coffj — ^the 
^show*" Christian of the kainga, the missionary's pet 
convert 

In course of time Pirimona married. That made two 
in the frame-house. 

He chose well — a rangaJtkra woman, who had unques- 
tioned rights to Ifiurge tracts of land. But she bore 
Pirimona no children. 

He said it was her fault, but she denied the soft im- 
peachment. So matters lay dormant for quite five years. 
Then Pirimona grew restive, for the title to the land had 
been granted, and no heir had put in an appearance. Once 
every week at least, or whaiever the subject obtruded 
itself, Pirimona would taunt his wife with being pukwpa. 
At last she became angry, and told Pirimona the fault was 
his own. 

Pirimona swore big blatant English oaths — there are 
none in Maori — ^and went away to a kavnga thirty miles off. 

In a week or so he returned with two young wahmej 
each carrying a big basket of kumara for Pirimona's 
wife. These girls were to be handmaidens to that great 

2—2 
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lady, and waMne-Ui for Pirimona, if he so wished. They 
did all the cooking and cleaning, and were very merry. 
That made four in the frame-house. 

But one night first one girl slipped out of the house 
and vanished into the darkness, and soon the other girl 
followed. They woke Pirimona and his wife out of their 



The two girls did not come back that night, but in the 
morning they appeared, smiling, at the door of the frame- 
house, and asked Pirimona to ^ come and see.** 

They led him and the rcmgaiira woman down to the 
stream, and there showed them two new-bom picaninnies 
lying on the thick grass, blinking at their first sun. 

Pirimona^s wife raged and stormed. But Pirimona only 
laughed, and the hoahoa girls smiled contentedly, and the 
picaninnies went on blinking at the sun till their young 
mothers took and cuddled them to their breasts. Pirimona 
said it was whakamiharo — wonderful — ^that his two sons 
should arrive on the same morning. 

That made six in the frame-house. 

When the missionary tohtmga came to remonstrate with 
Pirimona, that made seven. 

Seven is the perfect number. 



KING POTATAirS POWDER-MAKER 

Bagshaw was on his beam ends. As he walked the quays 
of Wellington he saw stajrvation staring him in the face. 

He w€us the kind of man that loathes manual work, and 
his brains were not of a sort to stand him in good stead. 
So he stole provisions fix)m a bonded store, and got ^ three 
months^ hard.^ When he came out of prison Bagshaw 
swore a deep oath against all his kind, shook the dust of 
Wellington from his feet, and ^swagged' his way up- 
country. 

***** 

During the Maori War it was always a matter of 
wonder where the natives got their ammunition. Some 
thought that traders who plied up and down the coast in 
small cutters made large profits by the illicit sale of Tower 
muskets and gunpowder. But curious cartridges found 
on many a battlefield proved that much of tibe Maori 
ammunition was the product of native industry. These 
cartridges were made of paper torn fix)m printed books, 
the leaves of which had been gummed together, so as to 
assume the consistency of cardboard. The powder used 
was of an inferior kind, smaller in grain than the old 
F.G. powder, uncertain of ignition, of an abominable 
stench when exploded, and so fouling to the barrel that 
after three or four shots with it a musket became useless. 
It was evident that such cartridges came from a factory 
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not mentioned in the catalogue of colonial industry. But 
those who look for it can find sulphur anjrwhere from 
Lake Rotorua to Taupo ; charcoal is a thing the Maoris 
understand ; and as for saltpetre, he who cannot dig it 
^ out of the bowels of the harmless earth ^ can make it for 
himself if he but knows the disgusting process. 

* * m ^ * 

In a quiet forest * clearing' near Te Akau, on the 
Upper Whanganui, in the King Country, a white man was 
engaged in a noisome task. Beneath a great shed, which 
was merely a vast raupo roof resting on substantial posts, 
he had arranged numerous mounds of stinking materials. 
Upon each of these fetid heaps he was pouring a still more 
abominable liquid. The stench was so overpowering that 
he was soon forced to take a spell to windward of the 
odoriferous shed, and as he sat on the grass his language 
was as foul as his occupation. When he lit his pipe to 
mitigate the odour of the place attenti(Hi was drawn to 
the fact that his mouth was disfigured by a double 
hare-lip. 

A Maori woman came waddling out of the ^ bush,' a 
woman of great girth and fatness, and when the man caught 
sight of her he swore at her in English, and asked her in 
Maori why she had been so long in coming. He ordered 
her to take up the bucket he had been handling and to 
attend to the heaps. She expostulated. Then the pakeha- 
maori rose, and, cursing her, kicked her with his heavy 
blucher boot. The blow struck her on the thigh, and she 
limped as she went towards tiie raupo shed and commenced 
the filthy work. She was his wdhme. 

And as he sat and smoked the hare-lipped man mut- 
tered : 

^Wofs Davy and Cruik doing? Where the deviPs 
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Samuels got? — blast 'im! They 'aven't been up these 
three months. No embargo on saltpetre, either ; though 
it's a wonder the Guv'ment ain't spotted the almighty 
bacon-curing business up this Whanganui River. Most 
like one or the other's blabbed. I dunno. Any'ow, me 
an' that old slut has to make the cussed stuff oiurselves. 
Seventy-five per cent, of saltpetre in every hundred of 
powder. My Lord ! But they give good gold in return, 
and Fve the satisfaction o' knowin' every bullet finds its 
billet.' 

The man was Bagshaw, and saltpetre was his trouble. 

He was powder-maker to King Potatau, and Te Akau 
was his ars^Qd. Any day were to be seen the methods 
of his manufacture. 

In a large building groups of Maoris, mostly women, 
might be seen squatting on the ground, busily filling 
cartridges, as though their lives depended on the operation, 
as perhaps they did. And up and down and in and out 
Bagshaw walked, overseeing the work and swearing. The 
fact was he had lost interest in his trade, and had shown 
the chiefs a letter, which he said summoned him to 
Wellington on important business. But they shook their 
heads and said he could not be spared, his services were 
too valuable. And when he held out as a plea that he 
would return soon, they told him if he went to the pakefui 
he might stay there — ^they wouldn't have him back at any 
price. Hence his language. 

But soon after that Samuels came up the river with 
trade, and Bagshaw slipped away with him dowii-stream. 
So the post of powder -maker to King Potatau was 
vacant. 

« * * * * 

Just five years firom the time of his imprisonment for 
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larceny Bagshaw came back to Wellington. He had 
departed a ' swagger ^ ; he returned astride of a horse. 

The first place he visited when he got to town was the 
Kangaroo Bank. As he pushed his way through the 
swinging glass-doors, he put his hand into the front of 
his * jumper' and drew out a heavy chamois-leather bag, 
tied at the mouth with a boot-lace. 

This he laid on the mahogany counter before the brass 
scales and the gold-buying clerk. Then he unhitched a 
greasy canvas belt from his dungarees, and placed that 
beside the chamois-leather bag. 

* There, mister,"* he said to the dapper clerk, ^ that's my 
pile. Weigh it." 

The clerk undid the bag and emptied the gold upon 
the dish. 

It was a difficult matter to get the gold from the belt, 
which was stitched up with flax fibre. 

* Open it with a knife,' said Bagshaw. 

The derk ripped up the canvas, and the gold lay in one 
magnificent heap. The gold-buyer gazed at it long and 



^ Can't locate it,' he said. 

* Nobody arxed you,' said Bagshaw. * Weigh it, mister.' 

The clerk weighed it — 316 ounces. And as it was good 
clean gold he offered £S 17s. an ounce. 

If Bagshaw had been a true digger, he would have taken 
a hundred or two in cash, but as it was he put a miserable 
twenty-pound note in his pocket, and deposited the rest in 
his own name. 

Then he walked down Lambton Quay till he came to 
the office of Messrs. Flint and Squeezer, barristers and 
solicitors, where he asked for Mr. Flint, and was ushered 
into the room where the senior partner sat. 
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* How dy do ?' said the pakeTwrmaori. * You're Mr. 
Flint, I believe. Here's the letter you sent me.' 

.Yo» ™™ U Bioh-d B-gl., «.». -id *. 
lawyer. 

* That's me,' said Bagshaw. 

* Take a seat,' said the lawyer. * Well, Mr. Bagshaw, I 
wrote to you because I had received a communication 
from a relative of yours in England. It refers to the 
death of your uncle, Mr. Charles Bagshaw, who, it would 
seem, carried on the business of a pork-butcher in Hollo* 
way, London — ^not so very far from HoUoway Gaol.' 
Bagshaw winced, and the lawyer focussed him with his 
spectacles. ^Your uncle bequeathed you a thousand 
pounds, which I am authorized to pay you upon your 
signing the accompanying deed of release.' 

^ Jus' so,' said Bagshaw. 

The lawyer rang his bell, and a clerk entered. 

* Bring the deed of release in the estate of C. F. Bag- 
shaw, deceased,' said Mr. Flint. 

The clerk vanished, and brought the document. It was 
voluminous. Bagshaw took it as read, seized a pen, and 
signed, and the lawyer attested his signatiure. 

*Very good,' said Mr. Flint. ^I'll now give you a 
cheque for the amount — less expenses.' 

* You're most obligin',' said Bagshaw. * You show great 
trust in human natmr'.' 

* How's that?' 

^ You don't seem to have any doubts of me being the 
right man.' 

* None whatever,' said the lawyer. * I met you once in 
the District Court — larceny, I think it was — some five or 
six years ago. You've a remarkable face, Mr. Bagshaw. 
There's no mistaking you. Your friend Samuels answered 
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an advertisement of mine about you, and offered to carry 
a letter to you. That's how you were located. And now 
that we are on the subject of your identity, let me give 
you a word of advice — ^gratis. The climate of this town 
does not, I think, suit men from the milder interior north- 
ward. To one like you, straight from the solfatara 
country, with the smell of sulphur and saltpetre still 
clinging to your dothes, I should say this is a dangerous 
place to live in.^ 

* Jn many ways I think you^re right, sir,^ said Bagshaw, 
as he signed a receipt for the money. * I was thinkin^ of 
gettin'' back soon. So FU be wishing you good artemoon, 
Mr. flint, and thank^ee kindly.^ 

♦ * * * * 

Bagshaw travelled alone. He left Wellington imme- 
diately after his interview with the lawyer; and it was 
well he did so, for that same evening the police were 
searching the hotels for a lucky digger with a double 
hare-lip. 

Careful to avoid all routes used by the white troops, 
Bagshaw^s way was circuitous and crooked — ^no uncommon 
thing with him — ^till he passed the rubicon of Maoridom 
far up the Rangitikei River, Thence he followed native 
tracks through densely- wooded defiles and over precipitous 
ranges, till he reached what the Maoris called the avkaity 
or line of demarcation between the King Country and the 
pdkehcCa sphere of influence. Outside that boundary a 
white man was considered safe, since he was not on debat- 
able land or within the sphere of war. But to Bagshaw 
it was a relief to get witMn the avJcaiu The Wellington 
lawyer'^s dark hints began to lose their terror. A sense of 
safety crept over him. 

He had entered a deep gorge, through which a sparkling 
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stream tumbled noisily over its bed of waterwom boulders, 
and half a mile inside the ravine he pulled up to give his 
horse a spell and to let the tired beast graze on a grassy 
terrace beside the stream. He took food out of his swag, 
ate, smoked, and by-and-by fell asleep. 

Bagshaw dreamt of a time when the war was over, and 
he was at liberty to return to the coast. Visions of peace 
and mountains of gold loomed before his eye. He dreamt 
he was even a richer and more respected man than had 
been his uncle, the pork -butcher. But suddenly there was 
a great noise, and Bagshaw awoke to see a band of Maoris 
stretched across the ravine, and a row of muskets pointed 
at him. He rose to flee, but, finding another row of 
muskets barring the way behind, he placed his back against 
the rocky wall of the gorge, and drew a revolver. Instantly 
the Maoris fired, and Bagshaw lay prone, slain by his own 
villainous saltpetre ! 

♦ * * * * 

In the books of the Kangaroo Bank there is an entry 
which shows that to a certain Richard Bagshaw'^s credit 
there stands the sum of .£2,282 7s. 9d. And for thirty 
years the directors have wondered why Richard Bagshaw 
has not come forward to claim his own. 



RAWIRI AND THE FOUR EVANGELISTS 

I BCET Pirimona in the streets He had been to the races, 
and had ^ toted ^ all his money. He was cleaned out, and 
wanted to borrow ten shillings. 

^ But, Pirimona,^ I said, ^ betting is a bad habit — ^for 
Maoris. It's like whisky — ^good only for the pakeha. It 
ruins the Maori.' 

* No fear !' said Pirimona. * Betting ? — ^that's all right. 
It came in with the karakia ; it was brought with Rawiri.' 

* Rawiri ? I never heard of him.' 

^ I tell you, Rawiri first caused betting. It is a good 
custom.' 

^ But what had Rawiri to do with it P 

* You hear, if you listen. Rawiri was sent to the Maori 
people by the great Bishop Herewini, to call them to 
prayers. He was named Rawiri (David) because of his 
big voice — ^he was a great singer. They fetched him down 
from Auckland to Matata by schooner. Matiu, Maka, 
Ruka and Hoani, the four evangelists, went with him in 
the ship. They put him in a big cask, and bound him 
round and round with iron, and rolled him over the scoria 
country to the Waiotapu River, and canoes took him up 
the Waikato to Taupo. He was set up on the shore of 
the lake, close to the whare-karakiaj where the people went 
to pray. His voice was wonderful' 

^ The four evangelists got big mana for bringing Rawiri 
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to Taupo ; and they were almost as proud of him as they 
were of the tall hat, the tail-coat, and the breeches which 
the Auckland people had given them. Every Sunday they 
went to the whare-karakia dressed in these clothes. Matiu 
would wear the long coat, Maka the tall hat, and Ruka the 
trousers. Hoani carried the big pukapuka with the prayers 
in it. And each Sunday they would ring Rawiri with all 
their might, to call the people together, and the people 
wondered how they had managed to go to church before 
Rawiri was there to call them. 

* The four evangelists were the proudest men in Taupo. 
But there was one thing — they wanted Renata's kvmara 
crop. They thought that would be a small thing for him 
to give them for bringing Rawiri. Besides, they had no 
kymcvra of their own, and the time for planting had 



* But Renata didn't respect Rawiri ; he didn't believe in 
the karakia. He wouldn't give the evangelists his kumara 
unless they first gave him their long coat, tall hat, and 
breeches; he didn't want the big pukapuka with the 
prayers in it. He said Rawiri was nothing ; his voice was 
notiiing — ^it did not reach any distance. Why, he had 
stopped at home in his pa ell the time, and had never 
heard a sound of Rawiri. His couJdnH be much of a 
voice. 

^This made the four evangelists mad with rage; it 
showed disrespect to Rawiri ; it was a slight to the karakia. 
They said Rawiri could be heard right across the lake, at 
Renata's^ and beyond. 

^Renata said: ^^If you can make me hear Rawiri you 
can have my kumara crop ; but if you can't, then you must 
give me your tail-coat, tall hat, and your breeches. Do 
you agree ?" 
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* The four evangelists felt they mustn^t show any doubt 
about the strength of Rawiri's voice, and they wanted the 
kumara. So they agreed to Renata^s offer. It was a bet, 
honouring to Rawiri and the karakia. 

^Matiu, Maka and Ruka told Hoani to stop with 
Renata and see that he heard Rawiri, and took a canoe 
and went across the lake. When they got to the whare- 
karakia they all took hold of Rawiri^s tail. 

<"Pull,'' said Matiu; "pull, Maka and Ruka. Let 
Rawiri be heard everjrwhere."" 

*"Pull,'* said Ruka; "Rawiri's numa must not grow 
less.'' 

***Pull,'' said Maka; **pull with all your might, and 
we shall get Renata's kumara crop.'' 

* So they pulled all together, and Rawiri shouted. He 
had never shouted so loud before ; they felt certain he 
could be heard everywhere. They thought they had got 
Renata's kumara already. 

* " Let the people at Tokaanu hear," cried Matiu ; " and 
the people at Motutere and Waipehi. Let everybody 
know what a terrible voice Rawiri has got." 

***Pull harder," cried Ruka. "Pull, Matiu; pull, 
Maka. Let Renata have no doubt he hears." 

* They pulled with all their might. Rawiri shouted, he 
roared, he screamed — ^the noise was terrific. But sud- 
denly Rawiri groaned, his voice cracked; it lost all its 
strength, it had no clearness. 

* " Stop," cried Matiu ; " Rawiri is hoarse — ^he has had 
enough. Give him a rest." 

^ So they got into their canoe to go back to Renata's pa. 

* R^iata had a daughter, a finegirL Hoani had wished 
to have — ^what you call ** marry " — ^her, oh, plenty times ! 
She was cooking kumara close to the hut. 
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* " Hoani}^ said Renata, ** you see that girl ? You like 
her?'' 

* " Yes,** said Hoani, " hapai. I like her fine.'" 

* ** All right," said Renata ; " I give her to you.'' 

' Hoani thought, looked at the girl — she was a fine girl 
— ^thought a lot more, and thei\ he says, ^^AIl right. 
Werry good." 

^ And when Matiu, Maka and Ruka reached Renata's 
hut they found the girl holding Hoani's hand. 

* " Well," they said, "you heard ?" 

« " We heard what ?" asked Renata. 

'"Did you hear Rawiri? Is not his voice wonder- 
ful?" 

* " It's nothing," said Renata ; " we couldn't hear it." 

* " This is a great lie," said Ruka. 

* " You always were a liar, Renata," said Matiu — ^^ the 
greatest liar in Taupo." 

< " Why try to deceive us ?" said Maka. " Hoani has 
heard." 

' " I heard nothing," said Hoani. " Renata is right." 

' Matiu, Maka and Ruka couldn't understand. Renata 
might tell such a lie, but Hoani could not — ^he wanted the 
kumara crop as much as they did. They asked the girl 
if sJie did not hear. 

* She said, " Na" 

< " We'll go back," said Matiu. " You shall hear next 
time." 

^ But when they got to the whare-Jcarakia Rawiri was as 
hoarse as ever. He had notrecovered ; he was worse than 
before. 

* And while they were wondering what they could do to 
make him better, the white tohwnga — what you call 
" priest" — came out of his house by the church, and said 
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ihey were bad men, taurekareka ; they had broken Bawiri 
so that he was ruined for ever. 

* When the people saw how easily Renata had won the 
clothes of the four evangelists, they said : " This new 
ritenga of betting is a good Htenga.'" And they all began 
to bet just like the pakeha. 

' The JcaraJcia brought Rawiri, and that is how Rawiri 
brought betting. It is a good custom. It is quite tiJca 
— quite correct.' 

And Pirimona grinned a satisf3dng grin, and went away 
with my half-sovereign in his pocket. 



THE UTU OF THE NGATI-TOA 

Taina sat on a ledge of rock and looked out across the 
sea. Behind her back was the mouth of a cave high up 
in the limestone hill, which she had climbed by a narrow 
path cut out of the solid rock. The path came up from 
the pa below spirally round the hill, and from her perch 
the girl could look across forest, flat and sea. Below her 
yawned a precipice thirty fathoms deep, which made the 
hill impregnable on three sides out of four. That fourth 
was trenched, and strengthened with palisades of wood. 
Such was the pa of Waitapu where the Ngati- Apa lived. 

This narrow path had been hewn because there would 
be found in the limestone cave above plenty of water in 
time of siege. And the Ngati- Apa prided themselves 
immensely on their fortress, and considered it invulnerable. 
Taina was perched on the look-out. 

The blue bay was as smooth as glass, as peaceful as a 
pond. But the hearts of the Ngati- Apa were not in 
keeping with the waters that lapped their shores, for they 
had heard that the Ngati-Toa, one of the most warlike 
tribes of Maoriland, were coming to take tdu — ^payment — 
for a very bloody bit of work, and the hostile canoes were 
expected to appear at any moment, like specks far out at sea. 

Some three years before the Ngati-Toa had visited Wai- 
tapu in six canoes — that they were uninvited was of no 
consequence — and had been received with all the hospitality 
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that Maori etiquette demanded ; but as the visitors were 
known to be a grasping, marauding set of men, and had 
brought none of their women with them, the Ngati-Apa 
very naturally suspected treachery, which they were deter- 
mined to forestall. 

As there was not room for all the visitors in the big 
whare-puni^ or sleeping-house, the younger Ngati-Toa 
warriors had been given the use of some huts at one end 
of the j9a, which the girls, who usually occupied them, had 
vacated for temporary manuka huts near the kumara 
plantation outside the fortress. Among these girls was 
Taina, and with the men who occupied her hut in the pa 
was Tareha, a young Ngati-Toa who had gained a reputa- 
tion for bravery and good looks. These two had a joke 
betwixt them, a Maori joke, about Taina being cold in the 
manuka hut, and of the comfort of her own little whare 
in thej9a. 

Then, one dark night, as she was going to sleep, Taina 
overheard two of her companions whispering a thing which 
made her blood run cold. Presently she rose, and crept 
cautiously up to the pa^ entered her hut, roused Tareha, 
and said she had come for an extra mat because she was 
cold, and Tareha repeated his jest. But Taina did not 
laugh. Quietly she took Tareha by the hand, and 
whispered something in his ear. That something seemed 
to please Tareha, for he rose and followed Taina out of 
the whare. Stealthily dodging behind the huts, and 
avoiding the open space, or mxirae^ the two soon got safely 
out of the j9«, Tareha full of suppressed merriment, Tcdna 
anxious, startled, fearful as a fluttered pigeon. And so, 
hand-in-hand, they stole down to the huts by the kvmara 
plantation, and surprised Taina^s bed-fellows by suddenly 
coming amongst them. 



THE UTU OF THE NGATI-TOA 86 

It was early yet, and the people in the big whare-pum 
were still talking when Taina and Tareha stole by. So 
when Taina^s girl companions had fully grasped her pur- 
pose, each of them said she would go and fetch a hoa for 
herself. Quietly the girls slunk up to the pa^ to the whare 
where Tareha^s companions slept. Three of these were 
roused, and went willingly to Taina^s mcmuka hut. But 
the girls seemed to take this lovers' meeting very solemnly ; 
they hardly laughed, save in a strangely unmirthfiil 
manner ; they answered no sally, however witty, except by 
a little sigh, but each silently held her lover fast, as though 
she feared he might be taken forcibly from her. Presently 
the lights in the pa went out, one by one. Sleep seemed 
to settle on Waitapu, and an eloquent silence closed down 
on Taina's momvka hut. 

The men slept, but the girls lay awake in the dark, each 
with her hand resting on her lover. Hour followed hour, 
till close upon midnight Taina crept out of the hut and 
hid herself in the dcjwy fern. From her hiding-place she 
watched the pa. The sky was overcast with scudding 
clouds, but when the moon broke through the gloom for a 
few minutes Taina could see dark forms moving across the 
gateway of the pa. Before long there was a shout, a 
musket fired, and soon all was wild uproar and pande- 
monium. Quickly Taina ran into the hut. 

* K\a terCy she whispered hoarsely, ^ you must fly to the 
canoes r 

The men were now wide awake. They needed no ex- 
planation of the hellish din. Led by Tareha, they broke 
out through the back of the hut, and fled to the shore, 
whilst the shrieks and yells from the j9a drowned all other 
sounds. Seizing one of the canoes, Tareha and his men 
quickly put some fifty yards between themselves and the 

8—2 
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shore, where the girls were hastily hiding the paddles of 
the other canoes in the bushes that lined the sand. Pre- 
sently 9k band of fighting, struggling men, a remnant of 
the Ngati-Toa, brolce out of the pa^ and, hotly pursued 
by their treacherous foes, rushed madly down to the beach. 
Attracted by the shouts of Tareha and his men, the 
fugitives plunged into the water, and were pulled into the 
canoe. The few Ngati-Apa who, thirsting for more Ngati- 
Toa blood, followed their foes into the sea, were promptly 
clubbed on the head. Each fugitive seized a paddle, and 
the gasping, breathless crew drove the canoe furiously out 
into the dark sea. The Ngati-Apa quickly launched 
another canoe, but were checked by the lack of paddles. 
And in Taina^^s manvka hut four girls lay huddled together, 
cTjdng softly to themselves, almost too frightened to 
breathe. 



Taina gazed over the blue waves with very mixed 
feelings. She knew that if the Ngati-Toa returned an 
awful siege would follow ; but she knew also that Tareha 
would be amongst the invaders. Her mind was filled, 
half with fecu*, half with hope. Of one thing only was she 
sure. If Waitapu were besieged, she would sufler as much 
as would those who were answerable for the feud. That 
her tribe meant to fight there could be no doubt. The 
pa was stocked with Tcumara^ dried fish, and quantities 
of pvpi. Pipi are a kind of cockle, and very poor stuflF 
to fight on. 

As the girl sat and watched she was joined by a man of 
her tribe. When he reached her he stooped to take her 
hand, but Taina drew away from him, and said scorn- 
fully: 
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' You remember the blow I gave you yesterday, Tohe ? 
You ought to know how much I like you by that/ 

Tohe laughed. , 

^ You needn't be frightened, Taina. I won't hurt you.' 

He stepped closer to her. She retreated into the mouth 
of the cave. 

^ You can't get away,' he cried. ' Fve caught you in a 
trap.' 

She raised her hand to strike him. 

' Ha ! ha ! your blows !' he laughed ; * they are like the 
beating of a tame JcaJca's wing.' 

^ If you come any nearer, Tohe, I shall run into the 
cave.' 

* And then I'll imprison you till you are hungry and beg 
to be let out.' 

He made a snatch at her hand, and caught it. But of 
a sudden all opposition had gone out of the girl. Her 
face was fixed intently seawards. 

* Ai ! the Ngati-Toa ! the Ngati-Toa !' she cried. 
Tohe quickly turned his gaze towards the sea, looked 

anxiously at a black mark on the horizon, dropped Taina's 
pretty hand as though it were a useless bit of clay picked 
up in absent-mindedness, and with a shout rushed down to 
alarm the pa. 

The black mark far out on the water was becoming 
several distinct dots, which were growing larger with 
every minute. Taina watched them with a drawn and 
anxious look on her face, till she could distinguish the 
great bunches of feathers (puhi-puhi) waving from the 
stems and stems of the approaching canoes. Then, seized 
with a paroxysm of fear, she too fled down the path. 

Waitapu was in a state of siege. Ranged in order 
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along the shore were the mvaders^ war-canoes, whose ugly 
figure-heads pointed derision at the garrison. The Ngati- 
Toa had dug trenches in front of the pa^ and lay in them 
secure, whilst their enemies grew thin. In Waitapu the 
food was almost done — the kumara\ and pipis were 
eaten ; dried fish, and no great quantity of that, was all 
that stood between the Ngati-Apa and starvation. 

After two fruitless assaults upon the pa, the Ngati-Toa 
leader had changed his tactics. Whilst his best marks- 
men harassed the garrison from the rifle-pits, the rest of his 
men collected lai*ge quantities of raupo, toi-toi^ dry fern, 
and other combustible material. This in the dead of night 
the besiegers piled against the palisading, and soon the 
whole feu^e of the pa was ablaze. 

At dawn came the assault, the rush of 600 warriors 
against the weakened palisades, and the enfeebled Ngati- 
Apa, out-numbered, out-matched, out-generalled, with 
their barriers burnt and broken down, found the foe in 
their midst, hacking and hewing like devils. 

The women and children had fled to the cave during 
the night, and now the rest of the Ngati-Apa retreated in 
despair up the narrow path. The Ngati-Toa lit a huge 
fire at the cavers mouth, to smoke out the fugitives as 
wasps are smoked from their nests, but the trend of the 
passages was downward into the heart of the hill, and 
death by suflbcation was denied the wretched Ngati-Apa. 

In the high wall, roofed with stalactites, far in the 
womb of the rock, were huddled the few survivors, gaunt 
skeletons, unconquered though full of despair. Tohe and 
Taina were there — ^Taina with her hand always in Tohe^s. 

¥fr ^ ^ ^ ^ 

And now there were but two left alive in the horrible 
sepulchre — ^Taina and Tohe. Groping among the corpses 
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which lay thick around them, they stripped the garments 
from the dead. The Ngati-Toa no longer kept a blazing 
fire at the prison door. They beUeved all their enemies 
were dead, but they did not dare to enter the cave — it was 
tapi with a most uncanny sacredness — and only one man 
kept guard over its mouth. 

Tohe and Taina were making a rope of the torn gar- 
ments, Jcorowai^ JcaUaJca^ and paepaeroa. Tohe was armed 
with a musket, his intention being to kill the guard and 
then lower Taina down the precipice ; perhaps she might 
escape to the forest, and he, Tohe, would follow as best 
he might. That was his plan. 

They crept to the mouth of the cave and peered out 
into the night. They could see the sentry's figure against 
the moonlit sky. Tohe pointed his weapon, and was 
about to fire ; but the sentry moved a pace or two, and 
was out of sight. Tohe crept nearer, and again covered 
the sentry. But his foot rested on an unsteady bit of 
stone ; he slipped, and the gun fell clattering on the floor 
of the cavern. With a shout the guard rushed in upon 
Tohe and clubbed him with the butt-end of his musket, 
and^Taina fled shrieking into the cave. 

***** 

Now there was only one poor wretch left groping in the 
darkness of that living grave — ^Taina, the last of the 
Ngati-Apa. Her choice of company lay between the fetid 
corpses that lay thick around her and the ruthless society 
of her guard. She stood for a while vacillating, but there 
was greater safety with her own, and she crept shuddering 
into the hall of stalactites. But who could remain for long 
surrounded by two-score festering corpses ? Taina glided 
quietly back toward the mouth of the cave ; the company 
of the revengeful living was preferable to that of the 
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loving dead. And so, hovering between the awful death- 
chamber and death itself, Taina remained undecided. But 
towards morning her woman'^s nature prompted one last 
bid for life ; and she made it in a woman^s way. 

Softly approaching the cave's mouth, she peered into 
the dusky dawn. The sentry lay resting, with his back 
against the hill. He was looking down towards the pa^ 
his head turned from the mouth of the cave. Taina 
stepped noiselessly out on to the level platform, where the 
black ashes of the great dead fire lay, her naked feet 
making no sound. Dressed in the graceful maro^ which 
himg dangling from her waist to her knees, she stood 
smiling, with her feet crossed and her hands clasped behind 
her head. ^ E hoa^ whdkaorangia ahauP she said softly, 
which means, * Dear friend, have mercy !' The Ngati-Toa 
turned quickly at the sound and clutched his weapon. 
The girl's hunger-pinched features wore a brighter smile ; 
her eyes sparkled almost brilliantly. The guard gave a 
cry, dropped his gun, and caught her in his arms. 

^ Ah, it is Tareha !' she murmured ; ^ and I thought you 
were some cruel toa who would throw me over the cliflF.' 
***** 

The cave in the limestone hill is tapu to this day ; you 
may see the holes in front of the pa down which the 
victors threw the bodies of their enemies ; but the pl£u:e is 
desolate. The utu of the Ngati-Toa was complete. 



THE TOHUNGA AND THE TANIWHA 

TuATAEA was small, wizened, and hunchbacked, but, for 
all that, a tohmga of the first magnitude. Like all 
tohungaj white or black, red or brown, he lived by his 
people^s dread of the supernatural, and his biggest stock- 
in-trade was the local taniwha. 

Miromiro was of all Maori maids the sweetest and most 
beautiful. She was the pride of her bloodthirsty father, 
the chief of Onetea, and the despair of all men for miles 
around. 

Harrington represented the commercial enterprise of 
that age — a typical trader, who sailed a small schooner 
chartered in Sydney. 

The taniwha was a terrible monster that haunted the 
estuary of Onetea. He was the recognised local demon, 
and possessed a vested interest in the pl£u:e, over which he 
had received sovereign rights from the powers of darkness. 
His mana extended along the coast and a great way inland. 
Within memory of man he had accounted for the deaths 
of at least six persons, and consequently had the reputa- 
tion of delighting in slaughter. His usual haunt was the 
river^s mouth, where he swam and disported in the form 
of a fish-like monster, or, with his head just above the 
water, he would lie on a sand-bank, waiting to catch any 
canoe that might pass over the shallows. He also had 
the power of changing his shape, and, in the form of a 
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huge pig or of a gigantic dog, would seize his victims on 
shore. Altogether he was a devil of a beast. 

But all the diablerie in Maoriland could not rob Onetea 
of its romance, or abolish its feasts and powhiri, its court- 
ships and marriages. In spite of the tcmiwha, Tuatara 
contrived to fall in love with Miromiro ; and though the 
taniwha, out in the tideway, might roar all night, Miromiro, 
with her luxuriant black hair and reddest of lips, remained 
the most luscious of maidens. 

Tuatara had demanded her in return for occult services 
rendered, and her father decided that she should marry 
the hunchbacked tohunga, from whom he had derived 
the greatest good fortune; the wizard's spells were of 
wonderful efficacy, and his incantations were as far-famed 
as the tcmiwha. 



In the tideway, a stoneVthrow from the beach upon 
which were drawn the canoes of Onetea, Harrington's 
schooner lay anchored. Her skipper paced the soft sand 
with Miromiro, half a mile from the kamga. He held 
her hand, and Miromiro was crying ; she had just told him 
of her impending fate. The feast was ready ; the new 
house was built for her ; that night she would become the 
wife of the tohunga^ and ever afterwards cook his kumara. 

Harrington was exasperated. He had tried to get the 
girl himself, and, to that end, had made large presents to 
the chief — a tupara (double-barrelled gun) for the great 
man himself, a dozen muskets for his men, and ammunition 
in abundance — and he had been supplanted by a miserably 
deformed tohunga! But that is the way with parsons all 
the world over — ^they get the pick of the women. And 
Miromiro, besides being fond of the pakeha^ heartily 
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loathed the tohunga. ManTing Tuatara was the next 
thing to marrymg the taniwha himself. 

They sat down on the sand for a time, and disconso- 
lately watched the incoming tide. Then Harrington 
got up. 

' Come, Miro,' he said, ' let's walk on.' 

The girl rose submissively, put her hand in his again, 
and walked along by his side. But they had not gone 
far, when suddenly Miromiro screamed and stood still. 

^ Stop, stop !' she cried, ^ don't go any further !' 

^What's the matter, child?' said Harrington, firmly 
holding the girl, as she struggled frantically to run away. 
^Frightened I shall hurt you, and spoil the tohtmgcCa 
wedding ?' 

^ Look ! look !' she cried, pointing far ahead, where some- 
thing like a log lay, half in the water, half on land. ^ The 
taniwha ! Cokne back, Haritona !' 

* Why, Miro, that's only a log washed up by the tide.' 

^ Oh no ! that's the taniwha ! We must go back, or we 
shall be eaten alive.' 

^ Nonsense !' said Harrington. 

But he went back all the same. And as they returned 
he questioned Miromiro about this wonderful taniwha^ and 
she told him everything. 

*I see,' said Harrington, when the girl had finished. 
^ Comes ashore sometimes, does he ? What if he came 
to-night, Miro, and seized you in your hut ? That would 
be an eye-opener for the tohunga.'^ And he laughed. 

He had spoken in English, and Miromiro marvelled at 
his merriment. Harrington next asked for the details 
of the coming wedding, and the girl told him all that 
would occur in the Jcainga until Tuatara should enter 
her hut. 
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They were now opposite the schooner. The time had 
come for them to part. 

' Well, Miromiro,' said the pakeha^ ^ I shall be sailing 
by the morning tide, and may not see you again. Good- 
bye.' 

Harrington kissed her, and with an effort she tore her- 
self from him, and went weeping towards the village. 
Harrington whistled for a boat to take him aboard Uie 
schooner. 

***** 

The night was moonless but starlit. The Jcainga was 
hushed and still. Nothing could be heard but the voice 
of the tohunga as he stood in the middle of the village 
repeating incantations ; all the kainga knew he was work- 
ing up the strongest spells against all imaginable sorts of 
taipo that might assail his married life — mischievous taipo^ 
that might undermine his happiness and filch away his 
mana. At length the chief, who stood by the tohungcCs 
side, became impatient, and said : 

< Make a finish to these Jcarakiay Tuatara. The girl is 
expecting you. Do you not see she has kept a light 
burning for you all this while ? You should not keep her 
waiting so long.* 

* Only two things now remain for me to do,' answered 
the tohunga. ^ First, I must lay the taypo of Te 
Eanawa ' 

* Ai,' said the chief, ^ Kanawa is very jealous of your 
mana as a tohunga. Say the Jcarakia to defeat Kanawa.** 

'And then I must break the power of the ta/niwha^ 
said Tuatara. 'To do that, I must walk three times 
round the Icamga^ repeating the special Jcarakia I have 
made for the occasion. Then I shall go to my wife.' 

For a few minutes he stood, repeating the incantations 
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which were to confound his rival in sorcery, and then he 
set off to charm the village against the power of the 
diabolical taniwha. 

The chief stood still where the tohwnga had left him. 
He would wait till the rites were finished, and he had 
seen Tuatara enter Miromiro^'s hut — then he could sleep 
contented. He heard the tohungcHs voice rising and 
falling, as the decrepit old sorcerer paced around the 
village. Tuatara had completed the circuit twice, and 
the charm seemed about to be successfully finished, when 
suddenly his incantation ceased. A monstrous black form 
was moving from the beach towards the Tcainga. The 
chief saw it. The tohunga saw it, and had stopped his 
JcaraJcia in horror and amazement. He ran into the 
village, and screened himself behind the chief. 

*It is the taniwha r he cried. 'He has heard my 
Jcarakia and has come to stop me before I have finished. 
Urrrrgh !' 

'Your Jcarakia aje very strong,** said the chief, 'Say 
the proper one to stop him coming into the JcainffaJ* 

His faith in the tohwiga^s magic W€» perfectly firm. 

Tuatara could not own that he was unequal to the 
occasion, so he prayed vociferously. But the taniwha 
advanced, unimpeded. 

The two men hid themselves under the lee of a whare^ 
and the tohunga fired off another incantation. But still 
the taniwha approached — an immense beast, with an 
enormous head and many legs, which moved slowly but 
surely onwards. 

The tohunga fell flat on his face, and grovelled abjectly 
in the dirt, and the chief was pai*alyzed with fear. But 
the tamwha took small notice of them. It paused but a 
moment, then cumbersomely turned itself half round, and 
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made for the hut where the light was burning — ^Miromiro^s 
hut. Soon it had burst in the door and thrust half its 
body inside. Miromiro screamed frantically, and the 
light went out. Then the tcmiwha emeiged with the poor 
girl between its jaws, and lumbered awkwardly down to 
the beach. 

The tohunga's wedding was off. 

* * * * * • 

It was next day. Harrington^s schooner was sailing over 
the sparkling sea before a stiff breeze. In the stem, with 
her back against the bulwarks, Miromiro sat, basking in 
the sun, whilst Harrington stood at the helm and laughed 
with her. The vast tarpaulin hide of the tamwha lay 
blistering on the deck. Miromiro kicked it with her bare 
foot, and said : 

^Ha, good old taniwha! he^s a friend of mine; he 
saved me from the tohimgaP And the taniwha" s legs 
stood ^ forrard,^ and grinned broad nautical grins. 



KAREPA'S TAIPO 

Karepa^s Icamga was on the left bank of the river, and 
swarmed with dogs, pigs, and picaninnies. On the right 
bcuik was a thick forest, a small area of which, close to the 
river^s edge, had been felled and burnt. On this clearing 
a house was being built hy pakeha workmen. It was to be 
Earepa^s new house. 

The old man^s daughter, Meri, had been brought up 
pakeha fashion at a convent school, and upon returning 
she had found her home, which before had seemed a 
paradise of delight, to be nothing but a dirty, squalid, 
noisy place. Her father doted on Meri. He gave her 
pakeha dresses, at three guineas apiece, a dogcart, which 
was quickly having its brand-new paint knocked off, a 
horse and harness, and now this pakeha house with chairs 
in it. Such tastes come of being educated in a pakeha 
school. 

Every day Meri would get into her canoe and paddle 
across the river, to watch the carpenters at work. 



Earepa walked up the gravelled path leading to Fendle- 
ton^s house with the deliberate gait common to all Maoris. 
His face expressed nothing but tattoo and ferocity ; to look 
at, he seemed just the sort of vagabond that any well-trained 
pakeha dog would bite. 
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' Hurro, Mitta Fen^ton !^ said Earepa. ^ How you 
gettin' on ? 

* First-class, Earepa.'' 

* Tha's werry good ; so'm I.'' 

The two men shook hands. Then S^arepa assumed a 
serious air, and looked almost troubled. 

* I come to see you,'' he said, * about that hundred acres. 
I want to know how much you gif.' 

* I told you rd give you a pound an acre. Didn't your 
daughter read you my letter ?* 

* Yeh, she read it all right ; but tha's no good. I bin 
roun' to t'e Lan' Orfice, an' a clerk tell me it wort' more'n 
a poun' an acre, he t'ink. How much you gif ?' 

To drive a bargain with a Maori always takes hours, 
may take days, and has been known to take years. 

The sky was blackening in the east, and the long range 
in that quarter was covered with rushing scud. It would 
rain in torrents when the wind dropped. 

In the middle of those mountains lay Earepa's village ; 
there the downpour would be tremendous. 

*And now,' said Fendleton, after two hours' koreroj 
^what are you going to do with the money, Earepa F 
The bargain had been clinched. 

^ Mitta Saunders want his money for building the noo 
house I tole you about, an' I mus' buy the proper tcumgaj 
chair, carpit, piano, for my daughter makee t'e moosic. 
My house allasame as pakeha house, right troo.' 

When Biurepa went to bed that night it was raining hard, 
and the thunderous downpour upon Fendleton's galvanized- 
iron roof made every other sound faint and indistinct. 

After midnight the white man was awakened by the 
* girl ' shouting at his door : 

* Mr. Fendleton ! Mr. Fendleton !' 
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* All right,' he said ; * Fm coming/ 

^Mister Fendleton, your Maori'*s awfiil bad! He's 
carryin' on dreadful — something fit to die.' 

Fendleton put on some clothes, and went to the door of 
Karepa's room. There was the strangest noise imaginable 
going on inside. It was as though Earepa was dying in 
great agony. He groaned the most sepulchral groans, he 
moaned the true harrowing graveyard moan, he shuddered 
and gibbered like a man bereft of reason, he was * carryin' 
on dreadful.' 

Fendleton tried the door, but it was locked fast, and the 
key was on the inside. He knocked, banged, shouted, but 
to no purpose. The moaning went on uninterruptedly. 
He tried to break in the door, but its workmanship had 
been too faithfully performed. Then he thought of a 
crowbar, and went to fetch one. 

When he got back, he noticed through the chinks of 
the door that there was a light burning in Karepa's room. 
Moreover, the groaning had ceased. 

He called out, * Earepa, are you all right ? And there 
came back the answer: *Yeh! I'm all right — ^havin' a 
smoke.' And Fendleton went back to bed. 

In the morning the Maori looked out of sorts, and the 
pakeha asked him : 

* tarepa, you ka pai this morning ?' 

* Oh, yeh, furs' rate, t'ank you,' he said. 

* But weren't you bad in the night ? 

* No, me no bad in t'e night.' 

* What was all the row about, then ?' 

* T'e taipo come ; tha's it. Somepody dead, I t'ink.' 

* What d'you mean ? What is the taipo ? 

* Hold on, I tell you. T'e pakeha not frighten' at t'e 
taipo. Oh no, he no care — ^t'e taivo come, pakeha run an' 

4 
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ketch him. Oh yeh ! Maori he frightened — taipo come, 
^^ S^j ** Unrrrrrgh ! urrrrrmTrgh I'' Yeh, he werry 
frighten\'' Here Earepa made the indescribable noises 
that Fendleton had heard in the night. ^ No, Maori no 
likee t^e taipo. He come pefore somepody die. Suppose 
I goin^ to die, my taipo go to you, to my girl, to my 
pruther at Waitara, to ewerrypody belonga me, to tell '*em. 
Nex' day, or day after, I die.' 

* You mean it's a sign, a portent ?' 

^I don' know. At Wcdtara, a pakeha an' I, Earepa, 
sleeping in a hut. I look out, an' say : " Hurro ! what's 
that ?" I see comin' along ole man all bent. He got big 
head, wit' fire comin' out of his eyes, out of his mout', 
like flame ; big pody ; legs, oh ! thin like a flax-stick. 
Pehind him comes a wahincy woman all in white, like 
Cat'olic preet. They walk in front of the whare — ^this 
way. The pakeha he follow them round — that way, to 
ketch 'em. I stop in the whare and cry, " Urrrrrrgh !" 
But the white man can't ketch t'e taipo. He go round — 
t'e taipo go round. He go round the other way — t'e taipo 
go round that way too. No good. Now, you look here. 
T!hQ pakeha got a gun in t'e hut. He reach an' get it — 
he load it. I say, " Shoot ! shoooot ?^ But the pakeha say, 
"Oh no, me no make a shoot. You shoot." I pull. 
Bang ! But I no kill t'e taipo. He come up to me, like 
this.' Earepa went close to Fendleton, and put his arms 
round him, a la taipo. * I cry, " Urrrrrgh, urrrrrrrgh ! go 
'way, go away you !" When he done pulling me about, 
oh ! after long time, he go away. 

* You listen. Nex' day an ole woman in the kainga — 
dead. I knew her ; the pakeha kn<Bw her ; ewerrypody 
knew her. It was her taipo we saw the night pefore.' 

* But what about the wahine all in white ? Who was she T 
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* Oh, I don't know. I can't tell. She t'e taipo too.' 
Here there was a pause, and Fendleton seemed to smile. 

But Earepa seriously continued : 

* Werry good. Another time I am in the hotel, here 
in Wakatu. In the evenin' I go to bed. I put the 
blanket ofer my head. I go to sleep. By-and-by, in the 
middle of the night, I look out, and there, hurro ! I see 
him — ^t'e taipo! He stand still— quite still. "Hurro!'' 
I say, " he no come close, he stand oflF — ^he a paJceha taipo^ 
Then I begin to get firighten'. I say, " (So away, go on, 
go to hell !" And by-and-by he goes. 

^ Nex' day I walking along the street. I see the funeral 
taking a white man to the kemetery. " Hurro !" I say, 
" he dead. It was his taipo I saw las' night. Tha's it." ' 

But Fendleton still looked unconvinced. 

^ Now, las' time,' said Earepa. ^ I go to bed las' night : 
I can't sleep. I put the matches under the pillow, an' I 
wait. I feel, oh, werry bad, an' by-and-by the taipo 
come sure enough. I cry, " Urrrrgh ! urrm^h ! ooooooh !" 
The taipo come up to the bed, he put out his arms, and, 
ooooooooh ! aaaaaaaaah ! he take hold of me — ^like that.' 

' Urrrgh ! Karepa. Don't ! Let go !' 

The Maori had clutched Fendleton as the taipo had 
seized him in the night, and the ugly tattooed face peered 
into the white man's with a look most diabolical. Karepa 
had strong dramatic instincts. He continued : 

^ The taipo takes hold of me roun' the pody, an' he pull 
me up in bed. He ketch hold tight. He pull this way, 
he pull that, he pull me backward, forward, an' I cry, 
** Urrrgh ! ah ! oh ! urrrrgh !" I werry frighten'. Then I 
say, " Gk) away ; you go on ; go to t'e devil !" But he no 
go. He hold on tight so I can't move. Then I lie quiet 
an' let him pull me about, but I cry. I keep on crying. 

4— « 
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I frighten^ oh, werry much. At las\ a long time after, I 
ketch hold of the box of matches, an** by-an'-by I get a 
chance, I strike a light, and, ah ! Ve taipo he go away. I 
light t^e candle and keep awake. I light a pipe and have 
a smoke. But I fiighten\ I know somepody belonga me 
dead. Maori this time, not pakeha. Yeh, someone I 
know in Waitara, or in Whangarai, or at my kainga^ or 
somewhere, dead. I find out soon — ^you see/ 

* ♦ ♦ * * 

The rain had fallen heavily at Earepa^s village, but as 
soon as the sky cleared Meri went down to the river, and 
crossed over in her canoe. 

The carpenters told her she should not have come over, 
as the river was rising fast and logs might soon be coming 
down with the flood. But Meri only laughed. 

The men ^ knocked off ^ work at nightfaU, and Meri got 
up to go. The ^ boss ^ said he thought the girl ought not 
to recross when the river was so high, and told Meri they 
would make room for her if she would stay with them the 
night. But here her convent training cropped up suddenly 
and stood in her way ; had she been an untaught Maori 
girl, she would not have hesitated to accept the offer. But 
she went determinedly down to the river, and the * boss ' 
followed her. 

The night was pitch dark ; nothing could be seen but 
the lights of the kainga on the other side. The river 
roared furiously; Meri could hear the boulders rattling 
and scraping and bumping together as they ground along 
the river-bed towards the sea. 

Before she got into her canoe, the ^ boss ^ took the girl 
by the hand and again begged her to stop, and again, with 
a laugh, she refused. Next minute she was well out into 
the stream. 
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^ Sing out when you reach the other 'side,^ shouted the 



* All right,' answered the Maori girl, her voice ringing 
clear above the roar of the river. 

The *boss' stood and waited. Suddenly he heard a 
scream, followed by nothing but the roar of the waters. 
He peered into the blackness in front of him, but he could 
see nothing. No voice came to him from the further bank, 
though he waited a full hour, and shouted till he was 
hoarse. 

Earepa's taipo had told no lies. 
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Fatheb Maloney had been welcomed to Onetea with all 
the proper ceremonies. The Maoris had stood on the 
beach and waved green boughs at him, while the canoe- 
men sang a chorus, composed for the occasion by Kopiha, 
the tribal bard. Father Maloney thought he was in for a 
good thing. 

The only man who did not * enthuse' over the priest's 
advent was Tuatara, the tohunga. It's the same with 
tohunga all the world over — ^there's a constant rivalry 
betwixt 'em. 

The ^Father' was a little man, stout, rubicund, and 
possessed of an affable manner and a benevolent smile, 
which Tuatara, in his wisdom, at once conceived to be an 
indication of weakness. But when the white tohunga was 
se^i hopping about amongst his luggage on the beach, 
anxious to lose none of his effects, and fiill of pakeha 
flurry and fluster, the brown tohtmga likened him to a 
Tctuika running about on the oyster-beds at low tide, and 
laughed consumedly. A man with that much dignity 
could possess no mana worth talking about. 

But the Maori loves new things, especially in the matter 
of religion, and the white tohunga at once became the 
object of great curiosity. In spite of Tuatara's opposi- 
tion, the consensus of opinion decided that this new 
karakia should be given a ^ show.' 
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So Father Maloney undid his ecclesiastical *box of 
tricks,' and got out his consecrated vessels, his incense, 
his vestments, his crucifixes, his scapularies, and improvised 
a sanctuary out of an unused whare-prnd. The candles 
on the altar possessed a brilliancy that surprised the 
people; the iJtar-hangings, though somewhat old and 
fsuled, seemed gorgeous to the Maori'^s sense of colour ; 
the priestly vestments appeared perfection in the sartorial 
line, but the polished censer, which gave off clouds of 
pungent smoke, was a revelation to every native present. 

Things {m>gressed by leaps and bounds with the new 
tohimga. Though handicapped by the inadequacy of his 
Maori, he was able to communicate to his flock the news 
that he would hold a big iriirmga^ and admit all and 
sundry to membership within his JcaraJcia. Fifty-three 
converts from Tuatara's heathenism were the immediate 
result, and the ^ Father,' having hunted in a Maori Bible 
for suitable names, baptized the lot. 

Having thus delivered Onetea from the powers of dark- 
ness and of Tuatara, the little priest proceeded to dis- 
perse the spiritual gloom of Okiwi, a place twelve miles 
along the coast, but to reach which by land a journey of 
fifty miles had to be made round an intervening range of 
inaccessible mountains. Therefore, selecting a fine totara 
tree, growing in the * bush ^ at the back of the kainga^ the 
people commenced to make a canoe for the good of their 
souls and the use of the priest. When Hcmmiri^ for 
such was the name of the craft, had been safely trans- 
ported to the beach, Father Maloney consecrated it with 
the aid of much holy water. But for awhile Haumiri 
lay high and dry on the sand, having a deal of carving 
and titivating done to various parts of his sacred person ; 
and during that time Tuatara's wife noticed — ^the old 
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heathen had consoled himself for the loss of Miromiro — 
that her husband spent much time o' nights, when the 
kainffa was asleep, in the vicinity of the canoe. Next, she 
observed that he always took with him a quantity of char- 
coal, and that he invariably lit a small fire under that side 
of Haumiri which was furthest from the village. 

***** 

Things were very bad with Tuatara. Forsaken by his 
large circle of admirers, he spent most of his days alone 
in his hut. But two or three of the chiefs, who for 
polygamous reasons hung back from the new Jcarakia^ 
went so far as to consult with him as to the wisdom of 
conforming with the religious fashion of the time. 

Tuatara replied that such a step would be the height of 
folly. * For,' said he, * I have cursed the pakeha with all 
my curses, and have cast my spells upon him ; and, though 
he may flourish for awhile, the time is coming when he will 
feel the power of my incantations and be sorry that he 
ever came with his new Jcarakiu to Onetea.' 

The next thing that happened was that the church 
which the converts had built was burnt down — ^by acci- 
dent. A hawk was flying over it, and a woman drew a 
brand out of the kauta fire and flung it at the bird, missed, 
and set fire to the raupo roof of the sacred edifice. 

*Ah,' said Tuatara, * didn't I tell you that my spells 
would begin to work ? This white tohungcCs end has 
begun to come. Next, his canoe will sink and he will be 
drowned.' 

***** 

At no distant date from the burning of his church. 
Father Maloney set out in Haumiri for Okiwi. 

As the people stood on the beach and watched the 
embarkation, Tuatara came and openly execrated the 
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paJceha and his crew, the canoe and all that was in it. 
But Haumiri was shoved oiF, and the paddlers struck up 
a waiata^ and Aperahama (Abraham), formerly Te Kopiha, 
stood on the centre thwart and beat time with his taidhaj 
swaying his body with the stroke of the paddles, and 
the ta/piCd craft shot out into the tideway in all the 
splendour of its barbaric ornamentation. 

When the canoe had got well out to sea, it was noticed 
that the tohunga had followed it along the shore, where he 
could be seen waving his fiirms as he continued to shout 
his curses at Haumiri. And then the canoe went out 
of sight behind the headland, and Tuatara became a speck 
upon the coast-line and disappeared. 

That night the whole Icainga was startled by loud cries 
of someone calling the people to come out of their huts, 
and going out, they saw Tuatara standing by the kaida 
fire. 

^ You people,^ he said, ^ have forsaken my teaching about 
the spirit-world, and have listened to the foolish talk of 
this pdkeha^ Marone, because he came from a long way off, 
and brought all sorts of strange taputapu to help his 
Jcarakia. But a Jcarakia does not consist of smoke and 
the ringing of a bell and wai tapu in a basin. To frighten 
away the evil spirits you must say the incantations of your 
fathers, who have gone to the spirit- world, and can drive 
away all the taipo and bad spirits that come to harm you. 
Now, if this pakeha priest had any power, his charms 
would ward off the spells I have cast upon him. But I 
cursed his wJiare-karakiay and it is burnt. Yet the white 
tohimga had blessed it with his tapu water, and had said 
his incantations in it, and now it is a heap of ashes. Then 
I cursed his canoe. I cursed it with a very strong kanga 
all the way to Onehau, and there my curse took effect. 
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The tangata tapu '* (saints) * of this pdkeha were not strong 
enough for him ; they could have no chance against me. 
Haumiri seemed to go heavily ; Haumm seemed to fill 
up. Away from the shore, away from any rock, with 
the sea calm and still, Haumiri sank out of sight, and 
Te Maron^ and his men were left struggling in the water. 
How did such a thing happen? You know the white 
tohunga^ how he prays ; he has a Jcarakia for everything, 
a book fiill of Jcarakia^ and a iiki, which he wears round 
his neck and tucks into his clothes. He had these with 
him when he set out for Okiwi. Then how did this thing 
happen ? I will tell you. My spells sank Haumiri. The 
old karakia is the true karakia; as for this new karakia^ 
you have tried it, and it is no good. If you people doubt 
what I say, go to-morrow and stand on the shore at 
Onehau, and watch the pieces of Hamniri as they come 
ashore, and bury the bodies of the men who trusted in 
this paA;^Aa religion which I have overthrown. 

***** 

But the Reverend Father MaToney was not drowned; 
he was brought ashore in a half-dead condition by his 
amphibious men. Some of these said, when they reached 
the villfi^, that the canoe seemed to split from stem to 
stem ere she sank; others thought the taniwha which 
haunted that part oi the coast had clutched the canoe 
and draped it down into the sea; but, ta/niwha or no 
tanvwha^ most people believed that Tuatara^s spells had 
caused the disaster. And the rascally tohunga rejoiced, 
for he perceived that his star was reascending. 

Forthwith he placed Father Maloney under the severest 
ban. Men went near the priest^s house with fear and 
trembUng ; a boy who tried to guide the holy * Father ' 
overland to Okiwi was drowned in fording a river; 
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Mikara^s little daughter^ the priesf's great pet, who used 
to trot in and out of the presbytery, sickened and died 
of a strange disease ; the ^ Father's ^ fowls disappeared 
one by one ; his solitary cow died of tide ; his horse was 
lamed hopelessly whilst running in the ' bush/ Altogether 
there could be no doubt that the white tohunga was 
malcutiCd^ and suffered from the awful effects of Tuatara's 
witchcrafts. That ancient sorcerer's mana increased by 
leaps and bounds. 

^ * * * * 

A boycotted white tohunga needs some occupation that 
will keep his mind from falling into despondency and 
doubt. Father Maloney's hobby was geology, with a 
q>ecial tiun for practical assaying. So he ordered from 
Auckland ^ Mitchell on Mineral Analysis,' retorts, crucibles, 
cupels, blowpipes, chemicals, and everything necessary for 
the establishment of a laboratory. 

No sooner had he received all these scientific taonga^ 
than he perceived he possessed a very useful set of instru- 
ments ¥dth which to resuscitate his lost mana. He was 
persuaded that, next to a miracle, nothing would impress 
the Maori mind so deeply as a chemical experiment of 
the showy kind. Let him but alter the colour of a bowl 
of water with a little bichromate of potash or chloride of 
copper, or bum coloured flames with zinc, lithium, or 
binoxide of tin, and he felt convinced that he would win 
back at least the respect, if not the confidence, of his 
wandering flock. 

But there was this drawback to his deeply-laid scheme : 
though he might make the most brilliant experiments, 
never a Maori would come to witaess them. Of course, all 
the Tcamga was burning to know what the priest did with 
the strange instruments, which he had unpacked on the 
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beach that all might see. But the people^s dread of 
Tuatara^s malevolence had got the mastery of them, and 
with superhuman efforts they restrained their curiosity. 

But though the Maori tohunga publicly affected the 
deepest disdain for the white priest and all his works, he 
did not disguise from himself the fact that there were 
things about his rival which he could not fathom. He 
wanted to know, even more strongly than did his people, 
what sort of magic Te Marone was going to perform with 
the strange implements he had procured recently. Though 
he had forbidden his followers to touch, taste, or handle 
anything of the priest^s, Tuatara himself determined to 
investigate matters in the laboratory and know the worst. 
And besides this, there was another mystery that needed 
clearing up. He could not dispel the notion that HatL- 
mvrls crew should, according to his calculations, have 
been drowned to a man, and he was forced to set down 
their escape to their Tcarahia — ^they were all baptized men. 
Perceiving a supernatural truth best by a symbol, he con- 
cluded that the irminga^ or baptism, used by his rival 
must possess a virtue of which he himself had no counter- 
part. And, following up this notion, he argued that the 
power of the iriirmga must lie in the tapid water used in 
performing the rite. Thenceforward perceive the strange 
spectacle of the evil-minded tohunga hobnobbing with 
his sworn enemy. And, pursuing the investigation still 
further, mark that one day whilst the * Father ' is away 
gathering geological specimens Tuatara warily approaches 
the laboratory, and, entering that uncanny place, takes 
therefrom a glass fiill of what he believes to be *holy 
water.' Observe the rogue of a tohwnga as he stealthily 
departs with the woe tapa into the * bush,' where he is lost to 
sight. 
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Father Maloney is sitting in his diminutive presbytery, 
and with him sits a cleric from Auckland. 

^ An^ did I laugh ? says the Irishman. ^ I tell ye what 
it is, Father Maupertuis ; I fairly choked wid it. Fd been 
fossicking in the hills all day, and came home terrible tired 
and hungry, but before I could get a mouthful of meat, 
bedad ! the people in the kainga all came running up to 
say they feared somethin^ awful was wrong wid this old 
reptile, Tuatara. 

* "An' what is it P''' says I. 

* " We canH tell,^ says they ; " but he's carrying on tre- 
menjous in his whare^ and so's his wife.'' And 'twas true ; I 
could hear the screamin' as I stood on me doorstep outside. 

* " Oh," says I, " 'tis likely he's working up another 
karakia against meself," says I. 

* " Tis not that. Father dear," says they ; " 'tis terrible 
bad both of thim cure, or it's some awful taipo that's got 
thim in his grasp. For love of Heaven, Father, come and 
drive away tiie evil brute. We know you can do it." 

< " Well," says I, " FU be coming down presently when 
Fve finished me tea." 

* ** Oh no. Father !" says they ; " come at once and put 
the poor man out of his pain." 

* " What !" says I. " Do you expect me to dance atten* 
dance on Tuatara, him that nearly drowned me intirely, 
lamed all my beasts, and played the very mischief wid me 
congregation ?" ' The little Father got up and rummaged 
in a box standing in one comer of the whore which he 
delighted to call * the presbytery.' * I took out this piece 
of Havmiri^ he continued, handing a broken bit of wood 
to his brother priest, ^ which same I had found on the sea- 
shore, and showed them the holes that the old murderer 
had bored in the canoe's bottom wid a red-hot skewer. 
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<^ No,^ says I ; ^^if he^s the ichtmga he makes hunself out 
to be, let hun help himself.'^ 

' " Oh, Father,'^ says they, " if you^ll come we'll never 
treat you so shameful again ; we'll go to the karakia rega- 
lar every Sunday ; we'll do all the penances you set us witii- 
out a murmur ; we'll build you another church, an' carve 
ye out a brand-new canoe, if only you'll come an' help 
Tuatara out of the awfiil fix he's now in." 

' " Well," says I, " seeing you put it that way, and 
knowing you all to be men of your word and dacint gentle- 
men enough when ye're guided by m^,I'll come along wid you. 
But mark," says I — I didn't know what was the matter — 
^^ I make no promise to save your disgraceful tohunga from, 
maybe, the devil himself: for they've been hand-and-glove 
this long while, and the devil must get his own in the end," 
says I. 

* Well, when I got to Tuatara's hut the bellowing was 
something awful. 

' ^ Now, what's tiie matter in there ?" says I. But I got 
no answer. " What's wrong wid you, Tuatara ?" says I ; 
but he only groaned. " Come," says I to the men about 
me, ^^ you must break in tiie door." And in two shakes 
they took and stove in one end of the hut. Man ! what a 
sight I saw ! There was that terrible old heathen tied all 
up in a knot wid pain, and holding on to his head wid his 
two hands as if he thought all the taipo in creation were 
wrenching it off. 

* " Treat him tenderly," says I to the men who carried 
him into the open air. Dear, dear ! what a sight he was ! 
There were the most horrible bums on his face, and one 
of his hands was charred till it looked like a cinder ; but, 
strangest of all, there was a mark like a cross burnt deep 
into his forehead. 



V 
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'« What's all this, Tuataia r says I. 

* ^ Tis the tapu water,'^ says he. 

* " Nonsense !^ says I. " Fve never used so much as a 
drop on you, ye miserable heathen !'' 

' " I took it firom the whare tapu^ says he. Tis so they 
call the laboratory. 

* " Saints and angels ^^ says I, and went to the place he 
named.** 

* Well, and what was it ?' asked Father Maupertuis. 

* TTwas a glass bowl full of sulphuric acid, me son, in 
which I was dissolving iron pyrites stone — oil of vitriol — 
that had burnt his flesh to the bone. 

* "This is a terrible business !" says I, when I got back 
to the old tohimga, " This comes of trying to practise 
the sacred rites in conjunction wid your heathen devil- 
ments, Tuatara. And now, mark me,^ says I, "there^s 
but one thing will save you from this iriiringa of Satan, 
and thafs Christian baptism itself!^ And that same I 
proceeded to perform, chiefly wid liquid ammonia, which 
is a fine neutralizing agent. And, Father Maupertuis, 
that did the trick.' 

' Oh, but that was a most irregular thing to do !' said 
the French priest. 

* TTwas but a very venial fault — ^the result proves that. 
Tuatara's the best convert Fve got. Every Sunday he's in 
his seat in the new church; he's always at matins; he 
never misses vespers. But whenever he grows restless 
under penance, or makes as if he'd return to his heathen 
ways, "Tuatara," I say, "you've got the ci-oss on your 
forehead. There's no going back from that, me son." ' 

And Father Maloney leant back in his chair, slapped 
his becassocked legs with both hands, and laughed. 



THE COURTING OF TE RAHUI 

* Te Rahui lived at Orakei Eorako, on the Waikato River 
— if the place had a shorter name, I would tell you 
pdkeha of it. There she lived.' 

Pirimona paused, and looked at the missionary tohunga, 
as if asking whether he should go on. 

T!hB paJceha wished to hear. 

^Rehu came from Matata, Tarata from Whanganui. 
Both men had heard of the great beauty of Te Rahui. 
This thing happened before there were any paJceha in 
this country of Aotea. 

* One day Rahui went to bathe in the Mirror Cave, 
where the hot spring bubbles up under the dome of 
coloured clays. The roof is reflected in the water below : 
you may see this ais you stand at the mouth of the cave. 
There Te Rahui batiied, and when she wished to rest she 
climbed on to the ledge of rock on the farther side, and 
lay down clothed in the rising steam. 

* Rehu had watched the romgaJtlra girl cross the river 
that day in her canoe. He followed her, swimming, 
though the rapids were a hundred yards below and the 
river was in flood. We all think Rehu was a brave man 
to swim the Waikato at that point at such a time. 

'Well, he followed Rahui through the mcmuka scrub 
which fringed the puia by the riverside. These he 
crossed, keeping the girl in sight, and came to another 
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belt of mcmuTca. Here Rehu hid, and watched Te Rahui 
cross tiie boiling, hissing mud-holes beyond. Rehu saw 
her reach firm ground and disappear into the side of the 
hill. Rahui had entered the cave of reflecting waters. 

^ Rehu crossed by the path that Rahui had chosen. A 
false step, and he would have been boiled alive ; but he 
walked in the footsteps of Rahui and wais safe. 

' Through the opening of the cave Rehu looked down 
on the girl as she bathed. He saw the colours of the roof 
reflected in the clear water — blue, green, red, and purple. 
He watched the rangcatira girl till she had finished bathing 
and swam two strokes and grasped the ledgt of rock. 
Upon this ledge she clambered, and there lay resting. 

'Then Rehu walked quietly down the slope to the 
water s edge. He sat down, and spoke to Rahui. But 
Rahui turned her face away from him ; she would not look 
at him ; she would not answer his questions. 

*Then Rehu stepped into the water, and with two 
strokes swam across the bath. He placed his hand on 
the ledge where Rahui lay, but she loosed his hold. Rehu 
fell back into the water ; he sank. When he rose again 
he grasped the ledge once more, to clamber up beside 
Rahui. Again the girl pushed him back into the water. 
This happened fully twelve times. Each time that Rehu 
rose, he tried to grasp the ledge of rock, or else Rahui 
herself. But his breath began to come in short gasps ; he 
went under for the last time; he rose no more to the 
surface. 

*Then Rahui remembered — the waters of the Mirror 
Bath overcome those who are not used to them. She 
cried out, frightened, and plunged after Rehu. Down, 
down the girl sank, to the bottom of the pool ; there she 
seized Rehu, and dragged him up. She laid him on the 

5 
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white, encrusted ground, and rested his head upon her lap. 
His eyes were half closed ; he did not speak. And Rahui 
wept over him ; she thought his life would not come back ; 
she believed his soul had gone to the spirit-world. 

*She placed him tenderly on her korowai cloak, and 
dragged him over the rough ground to \he outer air. 
There she tried every way she knew to bring Rehu back 
to life, and at last he opened his eyes. Rahui gave a cry 
of joy, and took both his hands in hers. Perhaps Rehu 
was not so near death as Rahui thought ; perhaps he was. 
I don^t know. But, any way, he clasped his arms round 
her. Rahui was won. 

« * * * * 

^ It might be two hours afterwards, it might be three. 
When a man and a young girl get together the time to 
go is always taihoay taihoa, By-and-by they hear a shout 
above them. There stands Tarata. He has come to the 
cave by scaling the hill from behind. In his hand he 
flourishes his taiaha. 

^ Rahui runs and hides herself in the cave, because 
Tarata, as he clambers down the hillside, shouts defiance at 
Rehu. Rehu stands silent. He has no hatred for Tarata 
in his heart ; he thinks only of Rahui. The smile with 
which he had last looked at her is still on his face. Tarata 
is mad with love for Rahui, and he rushes upon Rehu. 
Rehu is unarmed ; he turns and runs. Across the boil- 
ing mud-holes, between the hissing puia, Rehu rushes. 
Tarata follows. Rehu is a slim-built man, a swift runner; 
Tarata is heavy and slow. Rehu outruns his pursuer, and 
reaches the numuka on the further side, while Tarata is 
only halfway across the mud-holes. Then Rehu turns, 
and taimts Taratcu Tarata stops to answer Rehu; his 
foot pauses upon the treacherous earth; he loses his 
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balance ; he falls ; he sinks down ; he is engulfed by the 
smokmg underworld. He is seen no more. 

^ Then Rehu returns by the way that Rahui had shown 
him. He leads her out of the cave, he shows her the spot 
where Tarata fell. Where Tarata fell bubbles rise up 
long after Rehu and Rahui have passed by on their way 
back to Orakei Eorako. 

* There,' concluded Pirimona, * I have told you a very 
good korero tara,"* 

Nevertheless the paJceha missionary said he would ratiier 
not have heard it. Which is a way most tohwnga have 
when they are told a love-story. 



6— a 



WHY CASTELARD TOOK TO THE BLANKET 

Fab up the Whanganui River there is a Maori village 
called Te Akau. That is where pretty Puhihuia lived. 

Not many white men know Te Akau — ^the way to it is 
too tedious. Castelard has been there ; but, then, he has 
been to tiie most inaccessible parts of Maoriland, and has 
even explored the remotest comers of the Urewera country. 

His was an uncommon business. He collected Maori 
signatures prior to the piux^hase of native lands. The 
Maoris hold their land by tiie most wonderful tenure in 
the whole world. Nobody quite understands it — ^not even 
the Native Land Court Judges, and least of all the Maoris 
themselves. It is based merely on hearsay. No reliable 
documentary evidence is forthcoming, and none is asked 
for. All the title a Maori acknowledged ^in the brave 
days of old ^ was by virtue of the taiaha. In £eu;t, all 
tenure was by right of the tomahawk. Real estate thus 
acquired was held by all the conquerors in common. And 
as therb was a great deal of conquering and counter- 
conquering, awful confusion ensues when land is sold and 
a division of purchase-money is made. That is the time 
for a Maori to prove his spotless lineage and the prowess 
of his ancestors. 

Of course Castelard spoke the lingo, and consequently 
was welcomed by the Maoris everywhere — ^he could find 
buyers for their land, their one negotiable asset — but at 
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Te Akau he received the warmest welcome of his life, 
though it had nothing to do with a Meal' in land. 
Puhihuia it was who welcomed him, and her mind was 
occupied with other things than mundane thoughts of 
trade. 

« » « « 4^ 

Away down in bleak Otago lived Sandiman and the 
Miss Despensiers. Sandiman was an incipient lawyer, who 
believed himself to be the cleverest man on earth. The 
Miss Despensiers were two lovely cousins. Both were 
named Clementina, but to distinguish them their girl 
friends called one Amaryllis and the other Neaera — ^names 
suitable to two blondes with abundant golden hair. There 
was, however, this difference between them : Amaryllis 
was certain to receive the larger dot Sandiman admired 
both, but, true to his training and instincts, meant to 
marry Amaryllis. And there was no obstacle in his way, 
except the fact that Amaryllis was already engaged to 
Castelard. But, tiien, Sandiman was one of those inestim- 
able young men who admit no such word as ^ can't' into 
their vocabulary, and let no fine scruples impede ^ a suc- 
cessful career.' 

'Ip tIp 'If ▼ 4(6 

Puhihuia fell in love with Castelard the moment she saw 
him land from his canoe — Maori girls are precipitate in 
such matters — and her welcome wais a nocturnal after- 
thing. But Castelard didn't receive it in good part. It 
is impossible to be in love witii a fair Amaryllis and a 
dusky Puhihuia simultaneously. He told her about his 
white betrothed, and Puhihuia between her sobs exclaimed : 
* You will come back some day ? — and then love me. I 
wish the beautiful white paJceha woman no harm, but when 
you come back you will love me too ? I will wait.' And 
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so she did, mostly by the river-bank, watchmg for the 
prow of the canoe which should bring again her beloved 

paJceha. 

* ^ m ^ ^ 

When Castelard reached Amaryllis, in Otago, he argued 
strongly that marriage was a step to be taken witii all 
haste. And his arguments were forcible, though not so 
strong as they might have been if his modesty had not 
hampered him. But, in the careless way in which men 
make confidences to one another, he told Sandiman his 
unvarnished tale. And when Sandiman had heard it he 
smiled, and said it was a very piquant story. 

The lawyer thought that if he played his ccuxls well he 
might win the game. He led his highest card. 

He owned a sister called Rebecca, his feminine counter- 
part, who admired him slavishly. Her he sent to call on 
Neaera, who generously condescended to see her ; and after 
a quarter of an hour Rebecca went away, smiling, and 
thinking what a clever couple she and her brother were. 
Sandiman, too, smiled when his sister retailed the conver- 
sation. They were a soft-smiling, cat-like couple. 

Next day Nesera was in deep consultation with her 
cousin, on a matter of ^ the very deepest importance.^ 

* Now, what do you intend to do about it ? asked Neaera. 
^ If I were to choose for myself, I should say Monday 

the 14th. I can't get my trousseau ready before. Fm 
superstitious, and Monday's for health.' 

* Why not Tuesday the 16th ? Tuesday's for wealtii.' 
^Because I've got it, my dear.' 

* How annoying it is of Archie to be in such a hurry ! 
Why not Wednesday the I6tii ? You're superstitious, and 
Wednesday's the best day of all.' 

* I wouldn't mind Wednesday.' 
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* But why be so quick to marry at all ? Why not wait 
awhile?' 

*But we have waited — a year. That's quite long 
enough ; we ought to know each other by now.' 

* You ought — but are you sure you do T 

* Well, I understand Archie.' 

^No, he understands you — ^you are so unsophisticated. 
Can you honestly say you know what sort of man 
he\%r 

*He's frank and straightforward, and that's enough. 
He tells me all he does. He says Fd be a sheet-anchor to 
him, and I know he loves me.' 

* What man wouldn't ? But are you sure he doesn't 
love someone else, too ?' 

* What rubbish !' Then, after a pause : * What do you 
mean, Clementina ?' 

*I don't want to make mischief, dear, but you know 
what Archie Castelard's life is; he spends it mostly among 
the Maoris, and you know what they are.' 

^Well?' 

* There's a girl called Puhihuia living up the Whan- 
ganui River. . . .' 

And Neaera told the female Sandiman's tale. It was 
hardly what Castelard had related to the male Sandiman ; 
it contained embellishments which had suggested them- 
selves to the mind of the smart lawyer, who without doubt 
believed his version to be nearer the truth. He had 
played his trump card, and he took the trick. There was 
no wedding on iiie 16th of the following month. 

By that date Castelard was back again on tiie waters 
of the Whanganui, though he was no longer occupied with 
the Sisyphean task of collecting Maori signatures to deeds 
of purchase, for a new law had come into force prohibiting 
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the private purchase of M6u>ri lands, and his occupation 
was gone. 

Puhihuia welcomed him to Te Akau more warmly than 
before. She said she knew he would come back, in spite 
of the beautiful yfhiXje pdkeha woman. And this time she 
welcomed him to some purpose. 

* » » * * 

So Amaryllis is still to be won, but not by Castelard, 
for Puhihuia is his wahme^ and the man who has once 
fallen under .the spell of Maoridom, and has learnt to love 
its ways, comes back no more to civilization, but eschews 
the dwellings of the pdkeha. 

The question is : Will Sandiman be able to make good 
the advantage he has won, now that Castelard has ^ taken 
to the blanket'? 



IN THE DAYS WHEN THE DEVH. BROKE 
LOOSE 

Theee are two names which men execrate in Maoriland, 
Titokowaru and Eereopa, but any Maorilander, if asked to 
name the incarnation of the Devil, would, without a 
moment^s hesitation, ejaculate, ^ Te Eooti !^ 

Time was when children would wake screaming in the 
middle of the night, because Te Eooti had got mixed up 
with their dreams; when at the mention of his name 
women would shudder and men mutter curses. The cold- 
blooded murderer of women and children, the fiend who 
rejoiced in tormenting men by pouring boiling kauri gum 
upon the tenderest parts of their persons, wiU be anathe- 
matized whilst the memory of him lasts. 

But Te Eooti and two hundred and eighty choice spirits 
had been banished to the Chatham Islands; the war 
seemed ended; comparative peace reigned from Cape 
Reinga to Port Nicholson, and Dick Villiers, with his 
brothers Jack and Ashton, had leased land on the Kain- 
garoa Plains, from the Taupo Maoris, and had tumec^^it 
into a sheep-run. The bounds of their property were 
those fixed by Nature; fences there were none, except 
those which formed a few paddocks round the homestead 
under Paeroa Mountain, and the bulk of the sheep roamed 
untrammelled over the pumice country of the plains. 
This was not so serious a matter as it might seem, for the 
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sheep always kept to the grass-lands, and never strayed 
far from water. Rough, barren volcanic country and 
tracts of impenetrable ^ bush ^ surrounded the undulating 
plains completely. 



^ I can^t think what keeps him,^ said Jack, as he walked 
towards the house from the stock-yard, where with the 
help of a Maori boy he had been teaching an unruly colt 
good manners. ^ He'^s a week overdue, and we have run 
clean out of flour.' 

The nearest mill was at Tauranga, scores and scores of 
miles away. 

* Perhaps he's gone on to Auckland to see the Guv'nor,' 
said Ashton, who was standing in the doorway of the two- 
roomed house. ^He said he would if the boat from 
Tauranga suited. Hell turn up all right. Don't worry 
about Dick ; come and have dinner. There's potatoes 
and chops — ^not bad kai, either.' 

'But we're out of tea,' said Jack. 'You told Dick 
about the tea ?' 

* It was on the list.' 

Whilst Jack and Ashton were eating, they heard the 
thud-thud-thud of someone galloping his horse towards 
the house. 

* By Jove, it's Dick !' cried Ashton, catching sight of 
the rider through the window. ' But what's he done with 
the dray ? His horse is in a perfect lather.' 

As the two younger men rose from the table their brother 
breathlessly entered tiie room. 

' What's happened ?' asked Jack. * Where are the dray 
and provisions ?' 

' Dray ! provisions ! — ^you won't need them. You must 
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clear out of this — quick time. Te Kooti's escaped from 
the Chathams. The Devil's broke loose !' 

* What do you mean ? 
' Te Eooti got away ?' 

^He's back in the Urewera country at this present 
moment.' 
^GoodGodr 

* Hold on a bit,' said Jack. * Fraps he's on parole. Are 
you siu:e he's escaped T 

* Yes, He broke gaol with two hundred other Maoris, 
seized an eighty-ton schooner in Waitangi Harbour, and 
sailed away from the Chathams. They landed in Poverty 
Bay, mmdered twenty or thirty settlers by way of «^m, and 
then made off into the Urewera country. I heard that in 
Auckland ; the papers are full of it. I got to Tauranga 
yesterday, and have ridden all night to warn you. This 
country's not safe. You're between the devil and the 
deep sea.' 

Dazed, speechless, expecting to hear more, both younger 
brothers looked at Dick. 

* Te Eooti will rouse the Urewera tribes, and try to 
form a junction with the Waikato people. To do that 
he must come through Taupo, so we are fairly in his 
line of march. He'll seize our stock and loot this house. 
Where are Pumaka and Mohi !' 

^They've cleared out,' said Jack. ^The day before 
yesterday they asked to go to the tcmgi of their uncle, but 
I noticed they rode straight across the plain towards the 
Rangitaiki, instead of towards Taupo.' 

* Their game's pretty clear,' said DiCk. 

^ An old Maori came to fetch them,' said Ashton. ^ He 
said his name was Eori, but that was all ; he wasn't com- 
municative. When I asked him to eat, he said he wasn't 
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hungry, but I afterwards saw him feeding in Pumaka'*s 
whare.^ 

' It^s all as plain as daylighV said Jack, ^ and the sooner 
we clear from under Paeroa the better.' 

It happened that there were a few himdred sheep mus- 
tered in the home paddocks ; these they determined to 
drive to Tauranga, so that Te Eooti shoiUd not get every- 
thing they possessed ; and any sheep they saw as they 
travelled tiiey added to their mob, so their progress was slow. 

They worked the flock along by day, penning the sheep 
into some blind, out-of-the-way gully by night. The 
few men they met were Maoris. These would not deign to 
salute them or answer their greetings, but taciturnly con- 
tinued their way towards the west. Maoris are by nature 
the most sociable people on the earth, and dearly love a 
Tcorero. So it was evident that these men were Te Kooti's 
scouts or messengers. Each of them held in his hand a 
long staff, which he grasped in the middle, and so helped 
to hasten his steps. One of them went so far as to stand 
and regard the white men for a few minutes, ^d, having 
satisfied himself as to their character, he went back east 
towards the Urewera country. If the white men tarried 
they might soon find Te Eooti upon them. So they changed 
their ground with all speed. 

That night they camped in a valley formed by low, 
grassy hills. The dogs hemmed in the sheep, but needed 
guidance in the task. There was a deserted hut at the 
higher end of the valley, and in this the three pakeha 
camped ; two slept whilst the third, armed with the one 
rifle they had between them, did * sentry-go ' and looked 
after the sheep. The horses were tethered close to the 
wharCj to be ready at hand in case of surprise. And the 
night closed down gray and silent. 
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They had chosen their quarters weU. Entirely hidden 
fix)m all the surrounding country, they were able, by 
scaling the hills which enclosed them, to command a view 
of the rolling plains beyond. 

With the first streak of dawn two of the brothers went 
out to reconnoitre, Dick to the east, and Jack to the south. 
Ashton kept the flock together, a difficult task, for with 
the dawn the sheep desired to roam. 

Jack got back first. He had seen no sign of a human 
being ; no smoke from an early-morning fire ; nothing to 
show that there was a soul but themselves in that wide 
grass-coimtry. Dick, however, had another tale to tell. 

* There's an old pa lies a mile that way,' he said, point- 
ing north-east. * You remember we slept in it one night 
when we were mustering last spring. When I got to the 
top of the hill I saw smoke rising from the pa^ and by- 
and-by a body of men started from it across the plain. 
They are Te Eooti's tatLa, about two hundred strong, going 
to the Waikato. Our only chance is to lie low for an 
hour or two, and then scoot for it north by east.' (These 
yoimg pakeha were travelling by compass.) * They'll be 
sure to throw out scouts along their line of march, and if 
one of them sees us here the sheep must rip — we shall 
have to gallop for it.' 

They tried to eat some breakffust — ^uncooked, of course, 
as the smoke of a fire meant certain capture — ^but they had 
small appetite for food which stuck in their throats. A 
full hour went by without anything happening. Then 
Dick saw, through the paneless window of the hut, some- 
thing that made him start — ^the figure of a man w€us stand- 
ing against the skyline of the eastern rise. Dick seized 
the rifle and rested its barrel on the window-sill. The man 
on the hill stood looking down at the sheep and listening 
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to their bleating. Like all the Maori scouts they had 
seen, he carried a long stick in his hand. Dick covered 
him, and said : 

^ If that man goes away, it^s a case with us. FU make a 
safe job of him. Fll fire at a hundred yards.*" 

*He's seen the horses,^ cried Jack. *He knows we're 
here. Fraps he'll not come within two hundred. Fire 
directly he turns to go.' 

^ If you miss, fire again,' said Ashton. ^ Keep a second 
cartridge ready.' 

< I won't miss him,' said Dick. ' Count him dead. FU 
wait till he's within a hundred.' 

The man approached. He was about three hundred 
yards off. 

*Fire!' said Jack. *Any decent Maori would have 
" cooed " long ago. Shoot him !' 

The man came on slowly. Dick watched him till he 
was a hundred and fifty yards off, and then said : 

* I shan't wait ; Fve got him safe enough.' 

They could see the man's waist-mat as it swayed with 
the down-hill motion of its wearer, his legs bare to the 
knee, and his stumbling gait as he came over the broken 
ground. 

Jack stepped back to give his brother room, and Dick put 
his head down. His cheek rested against the stock of the 
rifle ; his finger was on the trigger ; he had put a bead on 
the advancing figure, when Jack struck up the barrel with 
his hand and the rifle exploded in the air. 

* Oh, damn ! You've spoilt my shot !' 

Dick fitted a second cartridge into the muzzle and 
rammed it home. 

^ For Christ's sake, don't fire !' screamed Jack. ^ It's 
father!' 
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^MyGodr 

That was all Dick said. 

Staggering, panting, exhausted, the old man reached his 
sons. 

^My lads — my lads,^ was all he could say as he em- 
braced them one by one. They took him into the whare 
and fed him on ^ damper ^ mid cold tea. ^ I came to make 
sure you got out. I have heard things that make my 
blood boil. I came to make sure you were warned. I 
rode Kiritona ' — his horse — * till she dropped, and came the 
rest of the way on foot.' He looked down at the shawl he 
wore round his waist like a pmpiu — a man in trousers 
would have been shot at sight by the Maoris in that part 
of the country. ^ I reached the pa over yonder last even- 
ing, and slept in the fern— ten feet Idgh it is — in the 
ditch. But TeKooti'^s men came into the^a in the night, 
and I gave myself up for dead. My God ! what a night — 
what a night ! But soon after dawn they went away. They 
have gone away to the west, and have missed you. I 
thank God— I thank God.' 

But he didn't know, not even when he and his sons were 
safe at home, that he had had a still narrower escape from 
death on that eventful morning. 



TOLD IN THE PUIA. 

The two pakeha stood by the edge of the puia. One 
was middle-aged, turning gray, degenerate, a hard case; 
the other was young, unversed in the ways of Maoridom, 
innocent. 

* This is my favourite puia^ said the Hard Case. * Of 
all the puia^ the temperature of this suits me best.** 

Both men gazed into the transparent, greeny-blue, 
steaming water of the spring. 

^ It^s been my favourite this long time, almost since I 
first came here.*^ 

^ How long ago was that V asked the Innocent. 

^ I don'^t call to mind. It might be five years ; it might 
be ten : we don'^t take account of time in these parts ; it^s 
not a Maori custom.** 

* Let's get in,' said the Innocent. 

* Right you are. Take your togs ofil' 
The two men stepped into the puia. 

^ First-class r exclaimed the Innocent. ^You're just 
about right.' 

< Do angels bathe in heaven ?' asked the Hard Case. 

* Because?' 

^ They've got no baths as good as this. Erihu intro- 
duced me to it. Ah, Erihu ! She's lovely.' 

The men's heads alone were visible above the water. 
Their horizon was limited by the white encrusted banks of 
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the puia. They lay still in the bath, enjoying the magical 
properties of the water. 

Then a cry came from another ^ia; 

* Haere! Haere mm ki a mauaP 

The Innocent stood up to see who called. 

* Blame me if it isn't a couple of girls ! What are they 
saying? 

*They want us to go to their spring,' said the Hard 
Case. 

*0h, blame me, Tm off,' said the Innocent. *I can't 
refuse an offer like that.' 

* Gret down, young man,' said the Hard Case. * You'd 
far better stay where you are. That's just how they 
caught Eempermann.' 

* Who the deuce was Eempermann ?' asked the Innocent. 
*rm teUin' you. He came up here with his doctor. 

He'd a little cash, had Eempermann, and he didn't mind if 
he spent it — ^he expected to get more. But he'd got a 
beastly skin disease — haJcihaki the natives call it — and his 
doctor-man brought him here for the baths. He used to 
bathe regular, twice a day, and the doctor-man would sit 
on the side of the puia and yam while Eempermann soaked 
in the water. 

^ Eempermann was to marry a rich white girl. But the 
hakihaki had delayed the wedding. And the girl waited 
on, hoping he'd get cured — ^and the doctor made money. 

^The springs did Eempermann a lot of good. His 
skin became soft and clean, and he beg»i to think of 
galumphing back to his girl — but Mairatea chipped in. 
She used to call out " Haere mai ki a auT But Eemper- 
mann he wouldn't go, thinking of his white girl. So one 
day Mairatea comes to his spring when the doctor-man's 
not by, and gets in, friendly-like, for a chat, and plays the 

6 



82 TALES OF A DYING RACE 

fool a bit, and generally makes Kempermann forget his 
white girl away down South. 

* By-and-by the doctor-man strolls up to see how his 
patient is, and stick a clinical thermometer into his mouth. 
" By the tcmiwha^ he says, " I won't take yoiu: tempera- 
ture this morning, Kempermann ! I can see it's all right. 
The puia has done its work. I prescribed it. I guess, 
old man, you're cured. Anyhow, the wahine thinks so. 
When Mairatea steps in to take over the case, delicacy 
demands that I should retire.'' And off he went. 

^ Kempermann didn't go back at once to his white girl. 
He stayed on to learn the lingo. And every morning 
when he bathed Mairatea bathed too. The doctor bathed 
in a, puia apart. 

* But at last they went South, and Mairatea used to sit 
in her puia alone, disconsolate. 

^Six months later Kempermann comes back. His 
haJcihdki is all right, but he is yery pouri — ^miserable. His 
rich white girl had chucked him. Why? She'd heard 
of Mairatea. His damned doctor had joked him about 
her before the white girl, and the white girl got jealous. 
I don't blame her — ^now. And the doctor married the 
white girl. That was why Kempermann was pouri. 

* But Mairatea soon fixed him right again. And they 
used to laugh and sing as they bathed, just like old times.' 

^ But how d'you know all this ?' queried the Innocent. 

* How do I know ? Well, I'm tellin' you "* 

At this point a Maori girl's head appeared above the 
edge of the puia^ and presently her whole figure, wrapped 
in a Kaiapoi shawL She stood by the puia, smiling. The 
two men smiled. 

She let the shawl fall upon the bank, stepped into the 
water, and took the Innocent by the hand. 
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^ Yes,^ said the Hard Case, ^ as I was saying, Mairatea 
— Grod rest her soul ! — died years ago. Now there^s 
Erihu. I really think Erihu is even more lovely. Kongo/ 
he said to the girl in Maori, ^ virhere^s Erihu ?^ 

* I left her in the other jtw^ia,' said Kongo. 

* Then I guess TU have to leave you two here,^ said the 
Hard Case. 

He rose to go. 

* You mark my word, young man,' he said just before 
he went : * youll be a fixture here, like Kempermann. He 
never went back. Neither will you, if Kongo takes you 
in hand. 

' How do I know all this ? Well, you see, I oughter 
know. / was Kempermann.' 



6—2 



TE WmiA'S POTATOES 

ViLLiERS was on good terms with the dispossessed lords 
of the soil. He had a sort of romantic r^aid for them. 
He considered they were an ill-treated, down-trodden race; 
he used to tell his pakeha friends so ; and when men met 
him in Auckland they would ask him how his prot^& the 
Ngati-Ata were getting on« Of course he spoke the 
Maori lingo. He doctored the members of his pet tribe 
when they fell ill; bought their kumara at exorbitant 
prices; helped them in their land transactions with the 
grasping pakeha; gave them the use of his out-houses for 
sleeping in, and of his paddocks for their horses. 

So far the Ngati-Ata had done nothing for Villiers in 
return, beyond warning him of the approach of pack- 
horses from the interior; bony, pinch-bellied pack-horses 
were the bane of his life and a menace to his clover- 
paddocks. 

Villiers lived in an old pa dose to the sea. Its earthen 
walls stood twenty feet high, and were sun'ounded by a 
ditch fifteen feet deep. The whole earthwork was overgrown 
with maidenhair fern and lycopodium, in token of the return 
of peace. In the middle of the pa, commanding a view 
f^ the sea, Villiers had built his house, and his farm 
stretched its rich €u;res all round. 

He had grown a phenomenal crop of potatoes, but the 
question was, who would dig them up ? He himself was 
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turning sixty ; his sons had gone to the Thames to dig 
gold ; all the able-bodied men of the district had caught 
the gold-fever, too ; worn-out old-soldier Saimders and one- 
armed constabulary-man Murphy were the only men left. 
***** 

Yilliers stood on the^a bank and pondered. The bay 
stretched glittering before him; a gentle breeze stirred 
the trees in the orchard below and rippled the surface of 
the sea. Of a sudden, two big canoes came in sight roimd 
the nearest point, and made for the shore in front of the 
house. Villiers anticipated a day spent in Tcorero and 
eating. 

Two score Maoris came straggling up from the beach 
through the gap in the^a bank, and stood in picturesque 
groups on Villiers' veranda. 

* We come fit)m Tohitapu, our chief,** said the spokesman 
of the party, a huge fellow of sixteen stone. * Tohitapu 
loves the pakeha people, but most of all he loves Te 
Wiria, his great friend. Tohitapu has stored up in his 
heart all the good things Te Wiria has done for the 
Maoris, espedaUy for the Ngati-Ata hcvpu. Nothing can 
ever make Tohitapu forget the kindness Te Wiria has 
shown him and his Jcamga. Therefore Tohi' has said to 
us : " What can we do to show Te Wiria our thanks ? 
How can we return this great ramgaJtirds services ? How 
can we preserve the regard of oxxv pakeha friend for a long 
time ? I will tell you. Te Wiria has a fine crop of pota- 
toes, just re€uly for digging — Hakiri has seen them, and 
so has Titor^. But how will Te Wiria dig up his crop at 
this time, when all {he pakeha have gone to the goldfiel^ 
and men are scarce ? Now, you men of Ngati-Ata, I will 
tell you what you must do. You must take the largest 
canoes you have, the biggest of all, and go over to Te 
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Wiria, and dig up his riwai crop for him. Then we shall 
show that the Maori people love Te Wiria, and there will 
be great friendship between him and us.'' ' 

Villiers replied almost with tears. He was overjoyed to 
know that the Ngati-Ata had his welfare so near their 
hearts. He had tried to show that he looked on them as 
friends: they had come to prove that they were such 
indeed. They were good men ; they thought of the needs 
of others. They deserved to enjoy plenty all their lives. 
Might they never lack kvmara and potatoes, pigs and 
tobacco. As for his riwai crop, it was a good crop and 
ready for digging, as they had guessed. He would be 
glad to accept their generous offer. He considered Hakiri 
and Titor^ and Haneke and the rest of them had shown 
a very proper spirit in coming over to help him just in the 
nick of time. It was what he might have expected of such 
generous fellows. 

Forks and spades were taken down to the potato-iield. 
The Maoris, men and women, began to dig for all they 
were worth. 

Hk * Hk He Ht 

Towards mid-day Villiers' women-folk took down to the 
workers laige quantities of pork and a huge iron caldron. 
The Maori women, with many smiles, fixed up a cooking- 
place, and soon the Tcohtia was sizzling over a bright fire. 
The pork was boiled with potatoes and thistles in the 
same pot. The Maoris gathered round, squatted on the 
ground, dipped their fingers in the stew, and ate till they 
were full. Then they stretched themselves. They praised 
Te Wiria, his house, his horses, his pork, his potatoes. 
And Villiers' little son, who had watched them eat, coveted 
their feeding capacities. 

In the evening the work was finished; fifty sacks of 
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potatoes stood piled in Villiers' sheds. With many flatter- 
ing speeches, and laughter, and chattering, the Maoris got 
into their canoes, and disappeared round the cape. 

Villiers went to sleep with a light heart that night — ^his 
endeavours to maintain friendly relations with the Ngati- 
Ata were not in vain. But at one o^clock his big kangaroo- 
hoimd began to bark with all its might, and tugged furi- 
ously at the bullock-chain that held it. The dog often 
barked at night — usually at wild-cats or the moon. Villiers 
put his head out of the window, but could see nothing ; 
so he went to bed again. But the dog barked on for 

hours. 

***** 

Next morning Villiers went to the sheds to feast his 
eyes on his wealth of potatoes. He opened the door of 
shed No. 1 — it was empty. He went to No. 2 — there, 
also, not a sack was to be seen. His potatoes were gone. 

Villiers did not go for the police — there were no police 
to fetch. He saddled his horse, and rode over to Tohi- 
tapu^s pa. 

Tohi' met him with all the dignity of the true ranga- 
tvray and his mouth full of pork — Villiers had arrived 
there at dinner-time. The^aAr^Aa quickly told his story. 
Tohi' listened with the deepest respect. Villiers pointed 
to some sacks, marked with a great red V, hanging on a 
fence near by. Tohitapu acknowledged that it was strange 
that they should be there — marked with a V, too. Be- 
yond a doubt, some of his fellows were arrant rogues ; he 
would see to it. Villiers pointed to a newly-dug rua^ 
almost under his horse^s feet. Tohitapu acknowledged 
that it had been dug recently. Villiers remarked that it 
was full of potatoes. Tohi^ relinquished his hold on 
Villiers^ rein, and called his people to him. 
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^You Ngati-Ata are a bad people,' he said. ^You 
always were a greedy, thieving set of men ! I have long 
felt ashamed of you. Te Wiria here is my pakeha ; he 
has long been my friend and the friend of the Ngati-Ata. 
So you men there, Hakiri, Titore, and Haneke, when you 
hear that Te Wiria has got a fine riwai crop, you go to 
him and say that I, Tohitapu, told you to dig it up. Te 
Wiria is a guileless man — ^he let you do the work. You 
store the riwai in Te Wiria's sheds. You are a low-bred 
set of men, tawreTcareka^ all of you. You have no shame ; 
you forget that the pakeha thinks stealing is a sin ; you 
forget that the pakeha people put thieves into gaol and 
make them herkherk — prisoners. So you go and take Te 
Wiria's riwai crop ; you steal it in the night — ^you dare 
not go in the day. You are great cowards, you Ngati- 
Ata ! And you bring the potatoes to the kainga, and 
say to yourselves : ^* It is well : we shall have plenty of 
food for the winter.'' He ware te iwi nei! You are a 
wicked, lazy lot of people ; you are a set of cowards and 
thieves ; you are an ungrateful tribe ; you have disgraced 
me in the eyes of my pakeha^ Te Wiria. I am ashamed 
to be your chief. Get out of my sight, everyone of you!" 

And Tohitapu strode through the spell-bound Ngati- 
Ata, and resumed his interrupted meal, his meal of pork 
and baked potatoes — ^Te Wiria's potatoes. 

Yilliers sat on his horse, wondering whether Tohitapu 
was a great actor or a great liar. He rode home wonder- 
ing. He wondered till the potatoes had long rested in the 
capacious stomachs of the Ngati-Ata. He is wondering 
to this day. 



PATOPATO AND THE WATER-NYMPHS 

Patopato sat under the lee of a big flax-bush on the shore 
of the lake, where the Jcorowai cloak he wore blended with 
the colour of the sun-dried grass that grew on the hill 
behind him. 

He was very powri— dejected — ^and, of course, there 
could be but one reason, namely, Rutu. She was the 
prettiest katiro in the kakiga, and she would have nothing 
to do with Patopato — would not look at him. So he had 
come to this isolated spot in an unfrequented bay that his 
sorrow might gnaw at his heart without interruption, for 
when a Maori ispouri he takes it l3dng down. 

m * * m m 

There was a sound of laughter on the lake, but Patopato 
didn^t heed it. There appeared round the headland a 
number of black heads bobbing on the water, but Patopato 
didn^t mark them. There was a great splashing, such as a 
school of porpoises might make in the sea, but Patopato 
didn^t hear it. A shoal of Maori water-nymj^ swam 
ashore, ran along the soft sand, chased one another, played 
games, laughed, shouted. Patopato suddenly became alert 
and quick-eyed. He sat up and scrutinized each girlish 
figure. But soon his interest faded away, and he looked 
on * with lack-lustre eye.' The girls sat in a ring and 
gossiped, but Patopato regarded them with indifference. 
He could not see Rutu there. 
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The Hau-auru wind was blowing. It was one of those 
squally days when sunshine alternates with shadow, and 
the surface of the lake was blue and black by turns. 
Intermittent gusts blew down the mountain gorges and 
lashed the lake suddenly into foam. But when the Hau- 
auru was still the heat was great, and every ripple of the 
lake glistened in the sun. 

Apart from the ring of water-nymphs walked a white 
girl, who linked arms with Reta, Patopato'*s sister, and 
paced the edge of the shore where the frothy waves washed 
their feet. The white girl was Eriha\ the missionary 
tohvnfigds daughter. 

Her whiteness contrasted sharply with the brown skin of 
Patopato^s sister, and as the girls saimtered along the sand 
Patopato could not avert his pathetic eyes, which were as 
sad as any dog^s. He heaved a deep sigh. The sight of 
the girls brought every line of Rutu'^s shape before him. 
He was sick with that love which comes only to the 
heathen in his blindness, blessed with an ideality of which 
the cultivated, artificial, unnatural paJceha knows nothing. 

Jutting out into the little bay wcus a l(\w ledge of rock, 
which ended in deep water. Eriha^ shouted to the other 
girls, who, seized with a common impulse, plunged into the 
water and swam to the rocky platform. On it they sat 
themselves all in a row, like so many penguins. Then 
Eriha' dived off the end, where the deepest water was. 
All the water-nymphs craned their necks and watched the 
white figure swimming slowly down below. The pakeha 
girl came to the surface, and all the water-nymphs shouted. 
Eriha' had dived through a sunken archway of rock two 
fathoms down below. Then Reta dived — then Rangi — 
then Hine — and so on in rotation. It was another game, 
and so engrossed were the water-nymphs that they did not 
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notice the sky had clouded over suddenly, and that the 
face of the lake was dark. Hau-auru swept down the 
gorge behind Patopato'^s back, burst upon the little bay, 
and swept out upon the lake. There was a small canoe, 
half a mile from land, making for the shore with all the 
speed of its one paddler. Patopato saw the squall strike 
the frail craft and overturn it. He shouted to the water- 
nymphs, but his voice was carried far up the adjacent 
cliflEs. The bay was now a mass of foam, and the girls sat 
on their rock huddled together like fowls in the rain. 

Patopato jumped up, threw off his korowai, rushed down 
the beach, and plunged into the water. As he passed the 
girls on the rock he shouted to them and pointed from 
the land. 

The girls dived into the water like so many seals, and 
swam to the rescue. 

When the stoutest swimmers reached the swamped canoe 
they saw three picaninnies sitting astride of the upturned 
craft, which a Maori girl — with the painter between her 
teeth — was towing against the fury of the squall. It was 
Rutu, and she was dead-beat. 

Patopato took her by one arm, and Reta by the other, 
whilst three other water-nymphs took each a picaninny on 
her back, and a dozen hands grasped the tow-rope. And 
the white spray swept over all. 

But in a quarter of an hour the squall had blown itself 
out, and Hau-auru had retired into the mountains. Rutu 
was carried ashore and, wrapped in Patopato^s cloak, was 
laid upon the sand. She lay still, exhausted, with her eyes 
closed, and Patopato knelt beside her, chafed her cold 
limbs with his hand, and watched her face for some sign of 
returning life. 
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When Rntu opened her eyes, Patopato was sUll gazhig 
into her face as only a lover can. 

The canoe was gone, and with it the picaninnies. All 
the water-nymphs had disappeared — considerate water- 
nymphs. Rutu and Patopato were alone upon the beach. 

Then Rutu looked up at Patopato and smiled. Her 
hand stole softly from under the korowaij took hold of 
Patopato^s hand, and pressed it to her breast. 

Patopato was no longer jwwn. 



PmiHIRA 

PiaimsA was a hundred years old — ^lean, wrinkled, tooth- 
less, and nearly blind. Her back was bent double ; her 
head, as she stood, was raised but two feet from the 
ground. Her arms were as thin as the black stems in a 
flax-bush ; her hands were like a hawk'^s claws — she had 
one talon missing ; it had been broken off short, leaving 
only the stump. 

She walked as nothing else walks on Code's earth. 
Shuffling, scraping her naked bony feet along the ground, 
her right claw grasping a long manuka stick in the middle, 
she progressed somewhat in the manner of a crab, some- 
what like an anthropoid ape. 

Pirihira'^s voice was more guttural than a mane's ; it was 
the voice of a firog. When she croaked she wagged the 
stump of her maimed talon, by way of emphasis, at the 
listener, and with but little encouragement would tell the 
awfiil story of that mutilated claw. 

Pirihira had an atrocious idea that clothes were almost 
superfluous to people of her age. In the heat of summer 
it was her custom to go about half naked. The sight of 
Pirihira's back was sufficient cause for a nightmare; a 
glimpse of her breast was a nightmare itself. She lived in 
Tohitapu'*s kaingOj where she was always in the way, and 
often short of food. When she was not at home she was 
at Villiers's pa — she was one of his prot^^s — where she 
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had the run of a detached, unused back-kitchen. There 
she made her lair. 

Therefore when Villiers declared his intention of journey- 
ing to Ingarangi, that fSEur-off country from which no 
traveller returned, Pirihira was smitten with grief, and 
Tohitapu'^s kainga rang with her cries. 

The pakeha took his wife and daughters with him, and 
his house was shut up. He said he would return in a year 
or two, but the Maori mind finds it hard to look forward 
so far. The Ngati-Ata icmgZd for him as if he were 
already dead. 

When the tcmgi was over Pirihira begged, borrowed, or 
stole a little sucking-pig from her grandson, Wahawaha. 
It was the only little pig left over from the feast. 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Villiers had a maiden sister, as prim and proper a person 
as all England could produce. She had led a sheltered 
life beneath the shadow of the South Downs, occupied 
with the education of female adolescents. Also, she was 
impecunious. 

Her nieces were told to call her Aunt Cornelia. She 
became their governess, and taught them French and 
German with an English accent, calisthenics and deport- 
ment, and they thought that Ingarangi must be another 
name for Te Reinga, which is the Maori Hell. They 
wished they had never seen the place, but their mother 
said, ^Hush, hush, girls! We are going home soon.** 
Imagine their consternation, therefore, when they were 
told that their Aunt Cornelia was going back with them. 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

When Villiers returned to Te Rapa there was great 
rejoicing in Tohitapu^s kai/nga, Tohi\ €Ux;ompanied by a 
proper retinue, came to congratulate Te Wiria on his safe 
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return, and to present the compliments of the Ngati- 
Ata ha^. 

When the dusky savages ranged themselves upon the 
front- verandet, Miss Cornelia rapidly sought the privacy 
of her bedroom, that sanctuary which had never been 
desecrated. But her retreat would have been even quicker 
had Krihira been present at the levee. That old lady, 
however, had been ill. 

♦ 4e 4e 4e ♦ 

Miss Comey was religious. To her mirth was an 
offence, and laughter was a sacrilegious thing. She had 
strange notions of the extreme value of food, and thought 
it * too priceless a gift of God to be eaten in the dreadful 
prodigal ^^ colonial ^ way."* Also she believed in the Divine 
use of the rod. And the Villiers girls prayed for an 
earthquake, even if but a little one; tiiey petitioned 
Providence to erupt the nearest volcano. But the gods 
were on a journey, or asleep, or something. 

4e ♦ ^ ♦ ♦ 

Pirihira^s pig had grown immensely fat. It could not 
squeeze itselif through the door of Pirihira's raupo hut. 
It was so fat that it could not stand ; a whole side of 
Pirihira's whare had to be pulled down to give it egress. 
Then four men carried it down to the beach and placed 
it in a canoe. Pirihira^s two great-grandsons paddled her 
and the pig over to Te Wiria^s pa. 

It was night when they reaxshed Te Hapa. The bojrs 
helped the old woman ashore, and moored the canoe. 
They could not lift the pig, it could not lift itself, so they 
left it where it was. All three camped quietly in Pirihira^s 
lair. 

» « « « * 

With the first streak of dawn Pirihira awoke and com- 
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menoed to croak. She wanted her great-grandsons to 
fetch up the fatted pig. The boys, however, protested 
that they could not do this without help, and ihepaJcefia 
people were still asleep. Therefore, arguing loudly, 
Pirihira walked round the house to look for assistance, the 
boys following, and woke up ihepakeha people. 

The Villiers girls immediately recognised the croaks of 
the old wahme makutUy and went down to greet her. 
There was a great reunion on the front-steps. 

With all the sweetness of maidenhood, the girls asked 
Pirihira if she would like to see their mother. They 
pressed her to see their mother. But Pirihira needed no 
pressing to see her mcUa Wiria; it was what she had 
come for. 

Carefully they guided the ancient witch into the house, 
and assisted her to ascend the stairs. Safely at the top, 
she was shown a half-open door, pointing to which they 
said, * Haere^ Pirihira, haere in there.' Pirihira entered. 

The room was dark, the blinds and curtains were 
drawn. A figure lay in the bed, wrapped in tranquil 
repose. Pirihira could see nothing; so she raised her 
voice, and whined in a high falsetto : * E nuUa Whria^ you 
have come back, you have come back."* There was a gentle 
stirring of the bed-clothes. Pirihira felt her way to the 
bedside, and laid a loving claw upon the sleeper. ^Emata 
Wiriay I have brought your pig, I have brought your pig.** 
Tears streamed down Pirihira^s withered cheeks — tears of 
joy and affection. She laid her other claw, the maimed 
one, on a bare arm that strayed outside the sheets. ^ E 
nuUa Wiriay it has been fed on Jcumara and peaches — on 
Tcwmara and peaches."* Pirihira peered with her purblind 
eyes close into the pakeha sleeper^s face ; shrivelled brown 
features were pressed against white; nose touched nose. 
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The morning sunbeams streamed through the cracks of 
the blinds. A shriek, as of a soul in hell, rang through 
the silent house; a white figure sprang from the bed, 
burst from Pirihira's loving clasp, and shot from the room 
like a rocket. 

The old wahine mahdu groped her way down the stairs, 
in her crab-like, anthropoid fashion, and went to see about 
getting the pig from the beach. No white wairua was 
going to frighten her — she knew too much about ghosts. 
* * * . * * 

Miss Cornelia packed up her traps that selfsame day. 
She didn^t even stop to taste Pirihira^s kumara-ied pig. 
She said she wasn'^t going to be eaten alive by cannibals. 
But, then, she had extreme ideas of the value of human 
food. 



THE SCHOOL-MA'AM AND THE MQRMON 
ELDER 

The School-ma'am was an indomitable little woman, whose 
fresh complexion was the admiration of her pupils. Her 
pupils! They ranged firom little picaninnies to gray- 
haired, grizzled, tattooed men who were learning to read 
in the pakeha language; bright, bouncing Maori girls; 
little impish Maori boys, ever ready for a rough-and- 
tumble on the school floor; grave Maori youths, just 
awakening to a bashful knowledge of what their budding 
manhood and the winsomeness of the School-ma'am meant; 
women of ponderous proportions, learning to spell words 
of one syllable, and who would at the School-ma'am's nod, 
and before all the school, spank their erring offspring who 
were learning pothooks and hangers. 

The School-ma'am could speak no Maori ; her scholars 
knew but little English. The school was a most interest- 
ing menagerie, an institution of the denominational kind, 
over which the School-ma'am held sway on the understand- 
ing that she commenced operations each day by reading 
psalms and spiritual songs, and inculcated as much Angli- 
can doctrine as her pupils would hold. 

And that was where the trouble commenced — all her 
scholars were Mormons. 

« ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

School had opened. Though forbidden by their Elder 
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to take any active part in the prayers, the scholars were 
standing respectfully in a dump at the far end of the 
schoolroom whilst the teacher offered up devotions after 
the manner of the Grentile. When the prayers were 
finished all the scholars trooped towards the teacher^s 
desk, talking, laughing, shuffling along the floor with 
their bare feet. When all were in their places, the School- 
ma'^am rang her bell, and cried with authority : 

* Silence! Stop talking, Hemi!' (Hemi aged fifty.) 
*Hon4 take your hat oflFf (Hon^ aged twenty-five.) 
^Miriama, you should come to school with your bodice 
buttoned up!^ (Miriama mother of six, and with no 
underclothing beneath her gaping blouse.) ^ Hakopa, 
take your pipe out of your mouth ; go and put it in the 
porch !^ (Hakopa aged sixty at least, learning to read 
and write in the paJceha tongue.) 

Ahenata, Hipora, and Tamara, all grown women, who 
never were decoUeUes^ turned and loudly reproved Miriama 
for her gaping blouse ; Mohi, Rawiri and Hamuera seized 
Hon^s hat and pulled it from his head ; whilst Hakopa 
rose submissively and slowly, with a grieved expression on 
his gnarled old face, and went with shambling gait and 
deposited his pipe in the porch. They all worshipped 
the School-ma^am, and had with their own hands built 
her the school-house and had planted her garden — and 
more than that you can^t say for Maori devotion. 

But on Saturdays the Mormon Elder had things all his 
own way. He held his meeting in the morning, and 
preached by the hour. In the middle of the day there 
was a great feed, followed by more religious exercises in 
the afternoon; and the School-ma^am was left severely 
alone all day. 

The Mormon Elder was American, from Utah, rather 

7—2 
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stout, with a fair, silky beard. He was on nodding terms 
with his rival, but seldom spoke to her. He kept himself 
to himself; slept far into the day ; spent much time over 
his meals, which he ate with his converts ; slept again in 
the afternoon under the shade of a peach-tree that grew 
just outside the kainga; every evening played h3nnn 
tunes on an accordion, the doleful strains of which pene- 
trated the wooden walls of the School-ma^am'^s house, 
much to her distraction and discomfort. 

It was, therefore, with some surprise that one day she 
received the following note : 

* Madam, 

^ Wishing to get straight to business in enlighten- 
ing my flock, I have fixed up a show as should do the 
trick. Your pres^ice in our midst, at this our first lant^n 
exhibition, will be most encouraging as well as useful in 
elucidating difficult questions as they arise. Hoping for 
your attendance this evening, 

* Yours, in true friendship, 

^Elkanah Z. Barton, 

* Mormon Elder. 
*Miss Eliza Faithful.'' 

The School-ma^am was in a dilemma. Her refusal 
might promote discord, and she felt, though she had never 
divulged, the weakness of her position. If she accepted 
the Elder's invitation, she would, seem to give countenance 
to his Mormon methods. She didn't know what to do — 
she had no adviser. So she did nothing, and let slip the 
golden opportunity of going to the Mormon meeting. 
* * * * ♦ 

The lantern lectures had the effect which Elkanah 
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intended. Hie Maori mind has no room for more than 
one excitement at a time. For a couple of months it had 
been the School-ma^am and her blackboard ; now it was 
the magic-lantern, and the Elder^s more magical descrip- 
tions of the Temple, the Assembly Hall, the Endowment 
House, and other immense things in the City of Saints, 
that absorbed the natives' curiosity. Tlie Mormon had 
gained complete ascendancy over the Maori mind; the 
School-ma'^am had never a scholar left. The Mormon 
karahia flourished in Omakau ; the mcma of the Anglican 
Church had declined altogether. 

^ tJp 'If «!? ▼ 

It was no good idling indoors; the day was perfect; 
there was not the least hope of scholars. The School- 
ma'am took a big basket and a trowel, and went into the 
* bush ' to dig ferns. 

It was the Mormon Elder's birthday ; he told his 
scholars so ; he had seen the School-ma'am start for the 
^ bush,' and he said he would give his pupils a holiday. 
He said he wished to give the day to meditation on the 
past years of his life. He went to meditate in the 
*bush.' 

^ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

The School-ma'am had reached a lovely spot, surrounded 
by soft mossy banks, which dripped refreshingly with 
accumulated moisture. The kidney fern grew on the dry 
tops of the banks on either hand, under foot was a carpet 
of maidenhair, whilst a great raia tree cast its blossoming 
boughs across the * gully.' 

The School-ma'am took from her basket a * billy,' a pan- 
nikin, and her lunch folded in a napkin. Out of the ^ billy ' 
she took tea, sugar, and a small bottle of milk. Then she 
skirmished aroimd for bits of dry wood, lit a fire, filled 
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/•*'.: !•*: /':*','" ':?,.: /-*. .•' 
her ^ billy ^ from the glistenmg stream, and put it on to 
boil. Pannikin in hand, she sat herself down on a dry 
log, spread the napkin over her lap, and commenced 
to eat. 

As she ate she looked on the surrounding wealth of ferns 
and mosses, and chose the best plants for her purpose. 
When she had finished her last mouthful and emptied her 
pannikin, she bared her feet and tucked up her skirts, that 
shoes and dress should not get soiled in the miry ground 
where the most treasured maidenhair ferns grew. 

She had taken her trowel in one hand and the basket in 
the other, when she was startled by a rustling amongst the 
undergrowth behind her. Looking about like a startled 
fawn, she had thoughts of abandoning ferns, basket, 
^ billy ,^ and pannikin in hurried flight, when a voice behind 
her said : 

* No need to start. Miss Faithful, Fm certain sure of 
that. I guess Fm a protection, not a danger. YouVe no 
cause to run away from me.'^ 

And the head of Elkanah Z. Barton appeared through 
a kawcikawa bush. He came deliberately down into the 
^ guUy,^ whilst the School-ma^am stood pale and still, not 
knowing which way to look for her bare legs. 

* I calculate youVe come feming,' he said ; * but if you 
wish to hide here you shouldn^t have lighted that yer fire. 
Feming'*s an occupation almost unknown in the country I 
come from ; the whole territory of Utah is pretty arid, I give 
you the word of Elkanah Z. Barton for that. But when 
I get to work digging, I guess yotf 11 think Fve bin at the 
game all my life, and that's a fact.^ 

The School-ma^am had not yet found her tongue, but 
gazed disconsolately at her feet ; they were extremely 
pretty feet. 
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The Elder took up the trowel. 

^Now, which of these plants shall I set to work on, 
Miss Faithful ?^ he asked. ^ Fm here to be of use ; all you 
have to do is to order me about.** 

* Oh, thank you,' gasped the School-ma'^am ; * yotf re 
very kind. Dig any you like — ^it's all the same to me.' 

And while he set to work she quickly let down her 
skirt and put on her stockings and shoes. 

* * * * ■I' 

Misfortunes never come singly; the School-ma'am's 
Bishop had come on a surprise visit to inspect her school. 
The episcopal steam-launch lay out in the tideway, in 
front of the kainga^ and the Bishop of Timber Town, 
aproned, gaitered, aud hatted, walked with dignity to 
the School-ma'am's house. He had expected he would be 
met on the becu^h by a deputation of admiring Maoris ; 
but in this he was disappointed, for he was welcomed 
merely by a crowd of half-clad children, who made per- 
sonal remarks about him in Maori, which fortunately he 
did not understand. 

He saw that the school was shut, for the scholars were 
playing all about the kainga; so he went up to the 
School-ma'am's house and knocked at her door. Of course 
he got no answer, for it was just about the time that the 
School-ma'am was boiling her * billy ' in the *bush' — the 
Bishop of Timber Town might have seen the smoke curling 
in a thin streak above the deep green of the forest-clad 
slopes which formed a background to Omakau. But the 
Bishop had not come to examine Nature ; he had come to 
examine Miss Faithful's school. So he walked over to 
the school-house, a chain or two away, to make sure that 
he was not misjudging the School-ma'am, but found that 
locked too. He returned to the School-ma'am's veranda, 
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and seated himself in her hammock-chair, and wondered 
what the School-ma^am meant by absenting herself from 
her post when he came to inspect. But he was not lefk 
long in cogitation, for in half an hour two figures issued 
from the cover of the ^bush"* — ^the figures of the School- 
ma^am and the Mormon Elder. 

They advanced, heedless of the danger that lay lurking 
in ambuscade behind the creepers of the School-ma^am'^s 
veranda. But suddenly they caught sight of the launch, 
and that brought them to a halt. They resolved them- 
selves into a council of war, and decided not to divide 
their forces at such a critical juncture. With a bold front 
they advanced upon the unseen enemy, Elkanah carrying 
the basket of ferns and a bough of red rata flowers in 
one hand, and the School-ma'^am'^s ^ billy ^ in the other. 
They approached the School-ma^am^s house. 

Elkanah put the ferns and the ^ billyh on the veranda- 
step, but retained the rata. 

^ I guess m take a nos^ay of this^^ he said, ^ by way of 
a memento. It shall be tiie emblem of peace between 
you and me, Eliza. How do you say to that T he added, 
placing a piece of rata flower in his buttonhole. 

^I think red is an ecclesiastical colour,^ said a deep 
voice from the recesses of the veranda — * hardly suited to 
your wearing.' 

Elkanah turned, and saw the bulky form of the Bishop 
confronting him. But the Mormon showed no confrision. 

^How'dy,' he said, holding out his hand. *I guess 
you're the Bishop. Bishops ain't common fowl in this 
territory — it's mostly too rough for Bishops of your sort, 
is Omakau.' 

The dignitary of the Church stood taken aback by the 
Mormon's coolness, and for a moment was at a loss to 
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knov how to reply. The School-ma'am preserved a shy 
silence. 

* Ah — ^yes f said the Bishop. * That is to say, certainly. 
Ah — ^you are — Mister — ^ah, exactly, of whom I have been 
informed. Ah, how do you do ?' Tlie Bishop took the 
proffered hand. 

^My name's Elkanah Z. Barton. I come from Salt 
Lake City. Tm here on the business of the Saints. Tm 
one of the Saints myself, and Fm meeting with consider- 
able success amongst your people. Bishop. Miss Faithful 
will tell you so — won't you, Eliza?' 

The School-ma'am had unlocked her door, and, without 
answering, entered the house. The Bishop looked ruffled. 
Without another word he left the Mormon Elder standing 
on the veranda, and followed in the wake of the School- 
ma'am. 

* » » » 4t 

The Bishop's launch was steaming out of Omakau Bay, 
and the School-ma'am was crying inside her school-house, 
where she had received her episcopal * wigging.' 

She came out, wiping her eyes, her face red and tear- 
stained. The Mormon Elder was leaning over the school 
palings, waiting for her. 

As sodn as the School-ma'am saw him, she turned and 
fled into the school. But Elkanah Z. Bcurton was a man 
of action. He followed. 

She stood sobbing by her desk, her head bent and her 
tears dropping upon her blotting-pad. The Elder had 
thick boots on, but he approaxshed as quietly as he could 
over the resounding floor, and laid his large hand on the 
School-ma'am's shoulder. 

^ Eliza,^ he said, ^ I guess that Bishop of yours has been 
jest whipping you; but never you mind Aim, Eliza. 
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There^s bigger men than your Bishop whar I come horn ; 
your Bishop would be of very small account in Salt Lake 
City. Jest dry your eyes, Eliza. Be comforted.' 

* He said I n^lect my duty,' sobbed the School-ma^am. 
^ He says IVe let the school go to rack and ruin, through 
laziness. He lectured me for going into the ** bush ^ with 
you. He says it's disgraceful to carry on so with a — ^with 
a Mormon. He says Fve no morals.' 

^Your Bishop said that, Eliza? Waal, Fm sorry for 
that yer Bishop ; he's fallen from grace a long way — as 
fer's from here to Klondyke, and that's a good long way. 
What else did he say ? 

*He said he'd been mistaken in me — ^he had always 
thought me a modest girl. He says he'll send another 
teacher to Omakau to take my place, and I don't know 
what I shall do.' 

* There, there, never mind ; you're a girl can shift for 
yourself. You should have sent that yer Bishop to inter- 
view Elkanah Z. Barton. What else did he say ? 

* He said I was only fit— only fit to be a Mormon.' 

^ He said tJuUy Eliza ? Waal, I guess your Bishop was 
about right.' Elkanah had hold of the School-ma'am 
with both hands. *Say, Eliza, wasnt he right, now? 
Say, would you, even if you could, go back to teach school 
— supposing I was to give you back the scholars P 

* I don't know. I can't tell. I don't know what you 
mean.' 

^ I mean, Eliza, that you shall have 'em all back, on one 
condition — that you let me have you yourself.' 

The School-ma'am shook off the Mormon's grasp, and 
stood defiant. 

^ I mean honest, Eliza. You an' me 11 marry.' 

* What, many a Mormon !' 
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* Waal — ^if you insist on it — ^no.' 

* What do you mean, then ? 

^ What do I mean ? I mean 111 resign my position as 
Saint — ^1^11 be fully compensated by getting a perfect 
seraph of my own — and your Bishop shall many us.^ 

Eliza^s attitude changed, and the next item on the pro- 
gramme was an osculation. 

^ There, that's as it should be,^ said Elkanah. ^ And 
we'll make a real success of this scheme : you shall keep 
school; ril find the scholars. It'll be a financial suc- 
cess.' 

* Oh, thank you ! You're very kind — much too kind !' 
murmured Eliza into the gap of his unbuttoned neck- 
band — ^he wore no collar. 'And you know, Elkanah, 
there's the Grovemment capitation grant, besides Church 
donations to the school.' 

'Eliza, I wasn't thinking to be mercenary over this 
matter. I was thinking we had better go and tell the 



They turned, still osculating, to quit the room, and 
saw two smiling brown faces were watching them from 
the porch. They recognised them as the faces of Hakopa 
and Miriama his wife. 

'Ah, Mitta Barton,' said Hakopa, 'this Ara^oi werry 
good thing I see! You an' t'e schoolmissis make a 
manrenatanga — allasame you say "marry." By-an'-py 
the Mormona Church an' t'e Church of Englan' make a 
marenata/nffa^ too, here in Omakau, an' we have another 
werry good time wit' a noo religion*' 



HOROMONA 

* My soul is distressed about Horomona. He disgraced 
his Christian calling, and fell grievously from grace."* 

As a matter of fact, it was only a three-foot drop. 

Thus it was that the Rev. Ambrose Meek wrote in his 
annual report. 

* But," he added, * I will not pain you with details which 
could only be a hindrance to the ^^ cause ^ and the fruitful 
source of derision to the scoffer.** 

And that is where the reverend gentleman was wrong. 
Horomona^s story forms a psychological study which should 
not be lost 

* * * ♦ * 

The Government, in its strictly maternal character, had 
appointed a Commission to investigate the grievances of 
the Awaroa natives ^ on the spot.^ And the grievances of 
Awaroa were financial, social, and territorial. 

There were Judge Vanderdick ; Podgson, the Commis- 
sioner of Crown Lands; Wipstaff, Receiver of Land 
Revenue — magnates in the provincial district of Timber 
Town, who constituted a competent Commission. And 
they employed Waghom, who lived in Awaroa with his 
native wife, as their interpreter. 

The Commission opened with proper ceremony in the 
white tohungcCs school, and was confronted by the bland 
and beaming face of Horomona, the Chief of Awaroa, who 
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had placed his enormous bulk right in front of the 
Judge. 

At lunch-time — ^roast pork and humara — Horomona 
^ chummed up ^ to the Commission, and gave gratuitous 
advice to the Judge. And so did Ripeka, Amoho^s wife ; 
but she was a wahine puremu^ and offered something more 
than advice. 

But no one was ever known to question the virtue of 
Judge Vanderdick. Podgson was a pious person, who dis- 
tributed tracts in the kainffaand took a * practical interest 
in the Maoris.' Wipstaff wfiis the unregenerate member of 
the trio, a lean and frivolous being who, when first he saw 
Ripeka, had said : 

^Fine woman. Saw her wink at you, Judge. And 
Podgson squeezed her hand, I swear. He's taking a 
religious interest in her, and '11 cut you out, Judge.' 



It was a dark and drizzling night, but the Commis- 
sioners' whore — the best in the kainga — ^was full of 
light. 

The Judge sat on his blankets and smoked a cigar; 
Podgson reclined near the candle and studied Williams's 
Maori Dictionary ; Wipstaff, Horomona and old Amoho 
squatted in a group near the door and played cut-throat 
euchre. The whisky stood between Wipstaff^s knees. 

*I think,' said Podgson, *you might subdue yourself, 
Wipstaff. You might set a better example to the 
natives ; you're behaving like a pakeha-maori.'' 

*But you act as my antidote, Podgson. Your say, 
Horomona. You make it spades? Grood — there's the 
queen ! Well, I'm blessed ! No, you don't ! Ah, 
Amoho's trick! Now, Horomona: there's the ^4eft- 
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bower'' on your king. Careful, Amoho— -be careful, and 
well euchre the chief.' 

^ Oh, hang it !' exclaimed the pious Podgson, ^ this is 
perfectly disreputable — this is more than I can stand."* 

And, rising from the floor, he left the whare. 

* Hi, Podgson !' shouted Wipstaff; *well play quietly* 
I give you my word. Hi !' But Podgson had gone 
beyond recall. 'Bahf said Wipstaff, 'he doesn't know 
enough to come in out of the rain.' 

' Perhaps,' said the Judge, * Podgson will find it quieter 
in another whare. There are better ways of learning 
Maori than trom Williams's Dictionary.' 

* Ho ! ho ! good for you. Judge ! So there are.' Wip- 
staff got up and looked out at the door. ' There 're not 
many people awake,' he said. ' I can only see a light in 
one whored 

^ That my missis waitin' for me,' said Amoho. ' I take 
her t'e waijnro by-an'-py.' 

And the old rascal looked significantly at the whisky 
bottle. 

'Come on, boss,' said Horomona, 'we play another 
game.' 

But before they recommenced they had a drink all 
round. The Judge had rolled himself up in his 
blankets. 

' Your lead, Horomona,' said Wipstaff. 

The game began again, and presently the Judge fell 
asleep, and the players had another drink all round. 

When the game was finished, Amoho lay back to take a 
doze. The other two talked. 

At last Horomona got up. 

' I think I go,' he said. ' Haere mat hi te moe^ he said 
to Amoho ; but the old man did not move. ' That feller 
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too fond wai pirOj said Horomona. ^ Ka mii taku hichmoe 
— I werry sleepy. So long, boss/ 

And the big Maori shook hands with the Receiver of 
Land Revenue, smiled his broadest smile, and left the hut. 

* Amoho,' said WipstaflF, shaking the sleeper, * are you 
going to camp here for the night ?' 

The old man sat up and rubbed his eyes. 
'I think I have another drink,' he said, and helped 
himself from the bottle. 

* That werry good," he said. * Ka paL Ah !' 
And he lay back and went to sleep again. 
WipstaflF relit his pipe and smoked contemplatively. 

* Evidently I shall have to drag the old fool to his hut,' 
he i*eflected. ^ No, no, on second thoughts, I won'^t ; it'll 
be a treat for Podgson.' 

WipstaflP had rolled himself up in his blankets, blown 
out the light, ^d was in his first^soft sleep, when Podgson 
came in, tripped over Amoho, and fell on the top of the 
Receiver of Land Revenue. 

* Hullo ! confound !' cried WipstaflF. ^ That you, Podg- 
son? Well, I am ashamed. Oh, get oflF! Is this the 
state in which the missionary sends you home ?' 

* Who's that lying near the door ?' 

* Amoho,' said WipstaflF. 

* No, it can't be Amoho.' 

* It's him all right' 

^ But Fve just left Amoho asleep in his hut. His wife 
asked me not to wake him.' 

* Eh ? What ? Oh, Podgson, I wouldn't have thought 
it oiyauP 

*You — you mistake me; you misjudge me. The 
hamga is all dark, and I went into the wrong hut by 
mistake, I assure you.' 
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' Ahem ! that^s a lovely yam, but it won^t wash, Podg- 
son. Whereas my matches ? Ah V Wipstaff struck a light. 
♦ There's your Amoho/ he added ; * look how imiocently 
he sleeps.' 

^ This is inexpUcable,' said Podgson ; ^ but I'll send him 
home at once.' 

^ You'll do no such thing. Just get into your blankets, 
and leave Amoho's matrimonial matters to look after 
themselves.' 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

The Judge was waked at dawn by Amoho bundling 
himself out of the Commissioners' hut. Then, dressed in 
shoes, hat, and pyjamas, Vanderdick stepped out of the 
frouzy whore into the fresh morning air, laden with scents 
from the ' bush.' 

Amoho was shiunbling across the marae of the pa^ but 
no sooner had he entered his hut than the sound of high- 
pitched voices reached the Judge, and above all could 
be distinguished the shrill accents of a woman. Then 
followed unmistakable sounds of a free fight, and out of 
Amoho's hut burst the bulky Horomona, closely pursued 
by the owner of the whore. 

As the two men rushed past him, Judge Vanderdick 
observed that Horomona was dressed only in his shirt, and 
bore his trousers in his hand, and that the infuriated 
Amoho flourished a revengeful tomahawk. 

The younger man, though seventeen stone in weight, 
outstripped his more aged pursuer, and, rushing through 
the gate of the pa^ fled into the dense ^ bush,' on the out- 
skirts of which Awaroa stood. 

Turning to contemplate an excited pa, the Judge was 
confronted by Waghom, the paJceha-maori. 

^ Judge,' he said, ^ don't gauge our character by a 
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commonplace incident like this. If you hadn'*t been here, 
Fve no doubt Ripeka and her flame would have tukituMd 
the old man in the whare. But we're growing abominably 
civilized/ 



The Commission continued to sit, the Judge taking 
voluminous notes, Podgson seriously considering all the 
evidence, WipstaflF suflering boredom beyond belief, and 
all three missing the stimulation of Horomona's smile. 

For three days the chief absented himself, hut on the 
fourth he came out of the * bush,' lean and hungry. But 
scarcely had he set foot inside the pa when Amoho 
rushed at him with a ten-foot spear, as sharp as a 
bayonet. 

Horomona thought to escape as before, but the gate 
was blocked by a dozen men. So he made for the 
palisades, over which he was scrambling ignominiously, 
when Amoho came behind him with the spear. Plunk ! 
and the weapon pinned Horomona's hand to the 
palisades. 

At once the breathless suspense of all who watched was 
turned into a hubbub. Four men seized Amoho, and 
others extricated Horomona from the fence. 

* Enough !' they cried. * Make an end of this, Amoho ; 
you have had your tUu.^ 

It was of no use for the old man to expostulate that 
his wish was to kill Horomona ; he was told that he had 
had his chance, and should have used it better; the 
matter was at an end. 

More than that, a canoe was launched, provisioned, and 
manned,' and Amoho and Ripeka were ordered to get 
into it. 

8 
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* Now, Amoho/ they said, * you go back to your Tcainga 
in Whanganui, and take the wahine puremu with you. 
Since you brought her here we have had nothing but 
puremu fanffa and trouble. There will be no peace in 
Awaroa till she has gone.** 



Next day Horomona sat beamingly watching the pro- 
ceedings of the Commission, and answering every glance 
of the Judge^s eye with a smile that displayed his teeth 
as far back as the bicuspids. His left hand was tied up 
and slung in a bright red handkerchief. 

The ignominious end of his intrigue appeared to cause 
Horomona no shame whatever ; he renewed his familiarity 
with the Judge and the pious Podgson, as if nothing inde- 
licate had happened. 

* When you make-a-time wit' me, Tchudge ?' he asked. 
* When you make a talk 'bout my biz'ness ?' 

The Judge was puzzled ; he could think of no occasion 
for inquiring into Horomona's personal affairs. 

* What you think about it, Tchudge ? You find it ka 
pai — werry good ?' 

' Oh, that'll be all right,' said the Judge. ' By-and-by, 
when we come to your affair, we'll take your evidence.' 

But this did not seem to satisfy Horomona; he went 
and bothered Wipstaff, and the Judge turned to accost 
another man, a pdkeha^ who desired to speak to him. 

' Morning, boss,' said the stranger. * I'm Mr. Simpcox, 
of Wakatu. I rent the quarry on the Native Reserve 
there.' 

* Yes, yes, I know the place,' said the Judge. 

* Well, there's some cobobbery about it, and these 
(anathematized) niggers want to bleed me. Fve always 
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paid the r^tit to the chief, which I can prove, and ni see 
the whole (sanguinary) Icamga in (Te Reinga) before I 
pay another (likewise sanguinary) cent.' 

^ But, my good sir, the matter is of no interest to me ; 
it has not come before the Commission.'* 

^ But it's a-goin' to come before you, and what I want 
to know is, are these bleeding niggers to rob a white man, 
who's always paid his way and done nothing to nobody ? 
If so, m (blank-blank) well make you and them and the 
blarsted Commission see if there's a thing called British 
Justice !' 

But the Judge had turned and gone. He was a mild 
man, and it was time for the afternoon sitting ; so he 
made his way to the school, where his brother Commis- 
sioners were already seated. 

* Before I forget it. Judge,' said Wipstaff, * Horomona 
seems anxious to bring something forward. I thought it 
best to encourage him, and appointed ten o'clock to- 
morrow. He's got something on his mind, but he never 
said whether it was financial, social, or territorial, but I 
bet you a "fiver" it's something domestic, and with a 
wahine puremu in it.' 

* Perfectly correct,' 

* Then, you won't take me up, Judge ?' 

^ No, no, I mean he shall have a hearing.' 



At the appointed time the Commission sat, but by 
half-past ten Horomona had not put in an appearance. 

*Very strange,' said the Judge. *He expressly made 
the appointment.' 

^ Can he have taken to the " bush " again ?' suggested 
Podg8on« 

8—2 
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^ WouIdn^t it be as well to search all the whare-punis in 
the kainga f said WipstaflPl 

^Here^s the missionary-man, running like a redshank,^ 
said the interpreter, who sat near the window. 

Scattering the Maoris at the door, the white tohtmga 
burst upon the astonished Commission, and exclaimed 
between his gasps for breath : 

* There's been murder ! — ^a dreadful tragedy — come with 
me, all of you — ^hanging firom a beam in my church — oh 
dear ! oh dear ! it's perfect pollution — ^I couldn'^t cut him 
down — Horomona hanging in the church — in my 
church !' 



They had viewed the body ; the inquest was over ; 
coroner and jiuymen were discussing the psychological 
aspect of the case. 

^Perhaps his conscience smote him about that man's 
wife,' Podgson was saying. 

'Of course,' scoffed Wipstaff ; * he acted on the maxim 
** If your eye offend." At that rate some of m had better 
go and hang ourselves.' 

' If you look at your notes,' said the Judge, who was 
likewise coroner, 'you will see that Horomona was in the 
habit of receiving certain rents— er — the rents of the 
Wakatu Native Reserve, from a man named Simpcox, 
whom I have met — ^yes, whom I most decidedly have met 
— none of which appear to have been paid over to the 
tribe.' 

'Ah!' said the interpreter, who ought to have known, 
' that explains ever3rthing. No Maori ever hanged himself 
because he had got mixed up with another man's wife. 
Horomona had been embezzling the funds of the tribe, the 
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action of a mean icmrekareka, and he wanted to die before 
he lost his mcma — ^his reputation. He was a rangatvra 
of the first rank on earth; now he is a rcmgcUira in 
heaven.' 

^ Or in " the other place," ' said Wipstaff : * what d'you 
call it? Te Reinga. Yes, now he's a boss rcmgaJtira in 
Te Reinga.' 



UNDER THE GREENWOOD THEE 

Ws were fifty miles from anywhere, in the heart of the 
great forest which stretches down the rugged western half 
of Wai Pomiamu, the South Island of Maoriland. 

The tent was pitched under a big rimu tree, and the 
fire was half a chain off, under the lee of a rock that 
cropped out of the side of the * gully."* The night was 
dark and still. The only sound of life was the cry of the 
ruru owl; but the Maoriland ^bush^ is always full of 
unaccountable noises, which make it a weird place at 
night, and prey on the nerves of lonely * hatters ^ till — ^till 
they become like Pannifer. 

Henderson sat with his back against a fuchsia -tree 
which grew beside the rock ; Earepa sat on the other side 
of the fire, against the rock itself; I lay on the unused 
^ fire-fly,' right in front of the fire, a little lance-wood tree 
growing at my feet. 

We smoked in silence, listening to the ^bush' noises. 
First there would be a murmuring among the tree-tops, 
like the sighing of a thousand ghosts; then we could 
swear there were people whispering in the thicket that 
grew above the rock; next there would be a crashing 
through dead branches and undergrowth at the head of 
the * creek,' which was dry at that time of the year ; and 
then rumble, grumble, tumble, and a great tree, perhaps a 
quarter of a mile away, would crash down the side of the 
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valley. Then would follow the sound of axes, as though 
ghostly bush-fellers were at work on the prostrate tree ; 
in the middle of the tap, tap? tapping of the axes we 
would hear a prolonged ^cooee;' followed by a shrill 
whistle, and a hideous laugh would come from the ^ bush ^ 
above the camp. 

* Too much t'e tavpo in this bush,^ said Earepa. * The 
Maori no like.^ 

* Nor do hatters,' I remarked. 

' The only hatter I really ever chummed in with,' said 
Henderson, ^was this same Pannifer we have come to 
hunt for.' 

^You couldn't have chosen a bigger blackguard,' I 
said. 

< He was all right then,' said Henderson — ^ a bit dotty, 
but harmless.' 

^ I thought he murdered a man named Hamelin.' 

^ Oh no. The man fell over a cliff.' 

^ And Pannifer married the widow ? 

^ Yes, he married the widow — ^and why shouldn't he, if 
she was willing ? — and went back to the Promised Land 
to dig, but no one would pack tucker for him, so he left 
that district and went to the Wakamarina. There he got on 
to good gold. All the same, his wife grew tired of waiting 
for him in town, and cleared out with another digger, and 
when Pannifer's mates heard the Hamelin yam they kicked 
him out of camp.' 

^ And I should have been a party to the kicking, had I 
been there.' 

* There were two men prospecting in the Pelorus River, 
and one night, as still as this, they were waked up by a 
row outside their tent. They looked through the flap, 
and thare they saw Pannifer, as naked as Venus, and white 
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in the moonlight, crouching over what remained of their 
fire, talking to it. You bet, they ran him out of camp 
pretty quick, and thought they had scared him properly. 
But not a bit of it ; two nights after he came back and 
set fire to their tent while they were asleep. That made 
them wild. They chivied him, brought him back to camp, 
and pretty well excoriated him.' 

^ They did what?' 

^ Flayed him alive. And when they let him go he was 
a bigger lunatic than ever. Then, when they went to 
town, they told the police there was a madman in the 
bush ; and we and they are out to look for him.' 

^ And we are three lunatics — ^two white and one brown 
— looking for another who is only one degree more lunatic 
than ourselves.' 

^ They say his hut is somewhere in this valley.' 

^ Then the Eaka isn'^t much of a place for a decent 
Msiori, like Earepa, to camp in.' 

^ You quite right,' said Earepa ; ^ this E^ka valley too 
fiill of t'e taipo after that, I know.' 

^ Put more wood on the fire, Earepa,' said Henderson ; 
^ it'll make a blaze and frighten the taipo away.' 

The Maori rose, and built up the fire. By the glare 
that resulted I saw that Henderson had taken out his 
watch, a gold one, with a big stain on the back of it. 

' You've done something to your watch,' I said. 

' That mark ?' he replied. * That's all right. It was 
made long ago by a fellow named Felton, with quicksilver. 
We were at school together in the old country — ^Ingarangi. 
Earepa, you know Ingarangi ? 

^Oh, I know him,' said the Maori; Mong way off, 
boss.' 

^ Felton and I were great pals. He was of the dare- 
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devil sort, and we called him the Madman — ^he used to do 
lunatic things. We were Ug pals, but we were a bit too 
wild for England, so we decided to clear out together, 
which must have been a great relief to our relations/ 

Henderson paused to light his pipe with a red-hot 
cinder, and between puflFs went on with his yam : 

^ Felton didn^t go the whole hog all at once — ^he became 
Maorified bit by bit. It began by his going up the 
Whanganui River to Onepapa, Koher^s kamga^ where he 
met Hina, Eoher^s niece, and the usual developments 
followed.** But the pipe hadn^t lighted properly, and 
Henderson was brought to a standstill. 

The Maori passed him the matches. 

* That's more like,** he said ; * thanks, Earepa. Would 
you call Felton a rangatira T 

*Mitta Pereton t'e rcmgatira all right,' said Karepa. 
* He was werry good man.' 

^The beggar had a way with him that the Maoris 
liked,' continued Henderson — ^ the give-and-take faculty. 
This is how it is : Pikopiko gives you a bcusket of Icwmanra 
and a sucking-pig, and takes your new saddle and bridle. 
Then Hamuera comes along, and asks your wahme where 
you are. She says you've gone down to Bullocktown by 
canoe, and Hamuera says he wants your horse, to go over 
to Te Eeke to see his brother. And when you get back, 
you are minus horse and saddle. But it doesn't matter — 
you know that — ^you'll borrow somebody else's. It's the 
Maori way. 

^ Felton's game was land. If you wanted to acquire 
Maori land, those days — ^you can't acquire it anyhow 
now, for reasons which a maternal Grovemment will 
explain — ^the best way, if you had no money, was to 
marry a wahine nvi with plenty of land. Felton didn't 
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know a wahine nui; so, to make a beginning, he took 
Hina — Maori fashion, you understand — an ordinary, pretty 
kotiro who had nothing but an ill-deiined share in a raupo 
swamp which could never be drained. But he had plans. 
And in the meantime he got to know the lingo, and acted 
as a sort of agent between the Onepapa natives and the 
trading sharks in Bullocktown, and propagated a half- 
caste family of little Feltons. 

^ He had reached the third when he met Mirirau, inland, 
five days' journey from Onepapa. Mirirau wm a wahine 
mii; she could trace her pedigree back through twenty 
generations to a man of the Mataatua canoe, which came 
from Hawaiki. She was, in consequence, a big rcmgaiira^ 
entitled to the freehold of thousands and thousands of 
acres. 

^ You bet, Felton stayed at Manaroa, her hamga^ and 
made all sorts of love to her. First he tried talk, but 
that didn't seem to impress Mirirau ; then he shcunmed to 
be pauHy and straightway became interesting. One day 
Mirirau took him on the river in a canoe, and he fell off 
some rocks near the river-bank, and broke a couple of 
ribs — no serious matter — and Mirirau tied him up with 
strips of the mat she was wearing. After that he made 
good progress,' 

' With his ribs, or with Mirirau ?' 

' Mirirau, you owl ! What did the ribs matter ? The 
truth is, a Maori likes a white skin, if it's that of a 
rangatira. Mirirau reckoned Felton was blue-blooded 
enough, and her love of a new sensation-^<x)mmon to all 
Maoris — gave Felton his chance. And he took it. 

* At Manaroa there was a pakeha sky-pilot, who guessed 
how things were going. He came to Felton, and said : 
** Look here, sir, you're interfering with my work and the 
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spread of the Gospel ; you must go away, sir.'*' Felton 
laughed. Then the sky-piiot said the next best thing 
was to marry the girl, which was just what Felton wanted. 
And, you bet, the parson fixed things up. He did so — 
paheha fashion, according to the usage of the Church. 
Hahi o Ingarangi — ^you understand, Karepa?' 

* Oh ay ! I belonga it myself,' said the Maori. * I 
know.' 

^ And you know about Mirirau and the tohwnga and the 
big mereka/ra he did ?' 

* Yeh ; I was at Manaroa that time, and it make Turu- 
turn a werry bik tohnmga^ 

* All right, you tell about it,' said Henderson. 

* Well, Koher^ was maiua heke to Mitta Pereton's first 
woman,' began Earepa. 

^ He was Hina's uncle. OompxehendP' said Henderson. 

I nodded. 

^Eohere, he was bit of a tohmga^ too,' continued 
Earepa. ' He think he got some werry good karakia for 
to ketch a t'ief. You go to the whaia to steal his kumarOj 
an' you hear " knock, knock !" " Hurro !" you say, " what's 
that ? You put your hand in troo the door of the whaki 
and ketch hold of a kit of potato, and again ^^ knock, 
knock !" If you clever pfeller, you leave those potato 
there, and clear out werry quiet. If you a fool, you take 
those potato — and when you eat t'em you die. Eoher^ 
got bik numa that way. He had the karakia to make 
the kumara and riwai grow, an' he have bik power to 
ketch a t'ief. 

^ Wella, when Mitta Pereton come back no more to his 
wahine at Onepapct, Eoher^ he make-a-find-out ; and when 
he hear the pakeha had married, pakeha way, to a bik 
wahme nuij like Mirirau, he say : ^^ The karakia of the 
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paJeeha werry good ; but mt/ karakia much ''tronger, and 
by-an'-py I make my paJceha^ Peretona, come back all 
right. He glad to come back.*^^ 

^ Mirirau was a big lump of a girl,^ said Henderson, 
'given to laughing and lazing around; generous; would 
give you anything you dam well pleased. But, behind all 
this good nature, she was a perfect fury ! So Hina should 
have been circumspect when she cajne poking round after 
her husband. The safe thing for her to do was to tell the 
wahme nui that there was no objection to their dividing 
Felton — Hina to have him when he was down the river, 
and Mirirau to own him when he was in the interior. 
Mirirau was that easy-going she wouldn^t have objected 
to such an arrangement. But when a woman came to her 
hainga just to threaten her with witchcraft and spells and 
devilments, and she a rangaiira^ married in the eye of the 
law, a woman with marriage lines — ^though she didn't 
know it — ^you can guess what happened : Hina was fired 
out of the hainga. Go on, Earepa.' 

' Eoher^ got a bik mana pecause he cure that kind of 
hdkihdki you pakeha people give us after the war. Wella, 
Koher^ could heal that hdkihdki^ 

^ From healing to killing,' said Henderson, ' is only a 
step — every doctor knows that, whether he is white and 
qualified at Edinburgh, or is brown and got his diploma 
in the heart of the King Country. Gk> ahead, Karepa !' 

* T^e people say to him : " Eoher^, put the makutu on 
Peretona.'' But he say, " No ; the pakeha has have the 
Atita on his side. I can't make a fight wit' Ihu 
Karaiti " ' 

< What the Maori calls Jesus Christ,' said Henderson. 

' That it,' said Earepa. ^ So Eoher^ say he put the 
makidu on the Maori woman, Mirirau.' 
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< But hadn^t she got Ihu Earaiti, too ?^ I asked. 

* Hold on ! That werry good talk,** said Earepct, * but 
you make it too quick; she not got time to get Ihu 
Earaiti. By-an'-py she get him all right. Wella, Eoher^ 
he goes all alone, an*^ never say who he is. At Manaroa 
they give him plenty Arai, potato, kwmaray pork, all sort, 
anything they got ; an' ewerry day he stand and look at 
Mirirau while she sitting in the door of her hut. One 
day her husban' come home from the " bush '^ or some- 
where he been, and he see Eoher^. There was bik quarrel, 
you bet — werry bik quarrel — ^and Eoher^ say he go, he no 
like to stop. " But, all right,^ he say, " you see what will 
happen when I gone.*" And he cleared out — went back to 
Onepapa. 

^ First one man ask, then another, ^ Who this pfeller 
that talk so bik Y^ An' Peretona he say : " Oh, he think 
himself werry bik chief ; he think he werry good man to 
put the mahdu on you ; he think himself werry crate 
toh/wnga.'^ 

^ An' Peretona he laugh, but Mirirau she no laugh. Oh 
no ! She say : " I feel werry bad ; I feel sick right troo. 
That man put the makutu on me all right, pecause I 
take you from the wahme down at Onepapa — ^his iramutu.^ 
How you call ? 

* IramvJtu T said Henderson — * niece.' 

* T'e niece !— that it,' said Earepa. * Wella, Mirirau 
was good woman; she speak wit' one tongue: she no 
speak wit' two tongue. The people know she speak true 
t€Jk, and they cry, an' they cry ; they know the mahtdu 
begin to work in her soon. And Mirirau she go into her 
hut, and she lie down, oh, werry bad ! but pefore she go 
in she tell the people to send for Turuturu, the Eing's 
tohimga — that the man.' 
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^ And that same evening a man went off to the Waikato 
to fetch him,^ said Henderson. 

^Yes; I know that man,^ said E^repa, with a smile. 
^In Tauranga, Taranaki, Urewera, there plenty men 
tohunga^ but they all know that the crate tokimga is 
Turuturu. Plenty tohunga try to break his karakia and 
kill him with their maktUUj but no good — ^he too ^trong 
for them. 

^ I was the man make-a-fetch Turuturu. I bring him 
up the Waikato, across Taupo-Moana, right along to 
Manaroa. We come troo t'e "bush'*; we come werry 
slow, pecause Turuturu he too old to go fast. And when 
we get near the hamga we hear, oh! them crying and 
oying. That was the tangi. And I say : " We too late; 
I think Mirirau dead.^ But the tohmga he say : " Gk> on ! 
no fear f 

^But when we got to the hamga^ true enough there 
was Mirirau dead on the kavhoa in the middle of the 
marae^ and all the people were crying an' crjring. Then I 
said : " Oh, this is no good ! we come too late.'' But the 
tohu/nga he say : " Hold on ; you see what I do. You 
forget I am t'e bik tohwnga. You forget I come allaway 
from Waikato to do this thing." 

* So he tell the people to stop oying ; an' they sit still 
and quiet. An' Turuturu he make a big korero. 

*"Who make-a-this kill?" he say. "Who make 
Mirirau die so quick?" An' they say: "Koher^. He 
put the makutu on her and make-a-kill, pecause she marry 
the^aAr^A«, Peretona." « That true talk," he say. "That 
werry good talk. Kohere he is a bik tchxmga ; he make 
the kumara grow fine, make the potato grow bik ; he take 
away the haJdhakij the sickness, all right; he got the 
karakia for aH that. But this time he go f urter on — he 



UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 127 

make-a-kill wit^ the maJcutu. But I say, and Tawhiao the 
King say, that this way of killing the people is werry bad. 
I no make-a-kill that way, pecause the Maori people 
getting too few already. I say to Eohere, if he do this 
to the people I bring along my maktUu and make-a-kill 
of him. I show him there is a tohimga with more mcma 
than him round here. Now, then, you people, don't cry 
any more ; make a finish of this tangi. You stay here 
and watch the Jcauhoay while I go and make the Jcamkia 
that will show Eohere my power. You keep quiet, make 
no row, and let me work my spell.'' 

^ Then he go up to the kauhoa and have a look at the 
girl. She was dead right enough — ^been dead two, free 
day. And then he go into the girl's wharCj and shut thu 
door. 

* All the people sit round the havhooy all still, all quiet, 
no talk, nopody make a move, only the girls that put 
wood on the fire to make it bum, pecause it was t'e 
nighty time now, an' we wanted to see — it was cold and 
we wanted to make a warm. 

*One hour, two hour, free hour, but Turuturu never 
come out. Four hour, in the middle of the night, we 
hear a row in the hut. We know ; he talking to the spirit 
of his fathers — they big tohunga^BSl of them, when they 
live here. He telling them he want the proper Jcarakia 
to break the mdkndu of this bad pfeller Eoher^ ; and we 
hear them talking to Turuturu in that hut, an' we all 
werry frighten', we could hardly breathe. 

^ All tiie fires had died down, and we all felt, oh ! like 
we empty inside, no 'trength, no— how you make-a-talk ? 
A ngohe noa iho o mcUou ngakau^ 

^They had lost heart,' translated Henderson. ^All 
their courage had gone out of them ; they felt the bottom 
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of the world was dropping out ; had no stomach left, as 
we say.' 

^ Wella,' continued Earepa, ^ alUa-sudden the iohunga 
came out of his hut. He come werry slow, all bent up, 
and he stand by the side of the Tcauhoa. The pakehck^ 
Feretona, he stand on the other side. 

***You people, listen what I speak,*" said Turuturu. 
^ If anyone say the old Jcarakia no good, let him see what 
I do. It is time these bad tohvmgaj like Eoher^, were 
learn the karaJcia is not to kill people, but to make them 
well when they get ill."" 

* Then he put his hand on the head of the iupapaku — 
allasame you call ^^ corp '^ — and he say the karakia^ and 
nake a stroke in front of her face, two, f'ree time, and 
then he say some more karaJcia, cut off a bit of her hair, 
and ketch hold of her hand, and say : ^^ E MiriraUj ko taku 
kupu tend ki a koe, E a/ra^ Allasame as he tell her to 
get up. 

' We were all like men made out of wood ; none of us 
move. We wonder what happen next. But the pakeha 
he shake his head. 

^ Little bit at a time the corp move — ^first the feet, then 
the hands, then the whole body. Then the korowai mat 
fall off the ka/uhoOj and the girl sat up. 

* First we think she a spirit herself, her eyes all stare, 
atf we frighten and stand back. Ugh ! Then we see the 
pakeha take hold of her and — Xaiahi ka kihi te tanffoia 
ra i tana wahme, i a Mvnrau^ • 

* The man kissed his wife," explained Henderson laconi- 
cally. 

*Wella, we knew it was Mirirau all right,' continued 
Earepa, ^ and we shout and shout ; we go mad pecause 
we so glad. My wurra, we make a bik feast after that. 
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an^ make Turuturu know himself the crate tohwnga in Niu 
Tirani. My wurra f 

Towards the end of his narration Karepa had stood up 
in order that he might gesticulate with perfect freedom. 
He now sank exhausted to the ground, and reached for 
his pipe. 

^ After all that talk,^ he said, ^ I think I have a smoke. 
After all that long Icorero I think I have a drink. Got 
any peer, boss ?^ 

' There's no beer, Earepa — too far to carry.' 

We had found our swags heavy enough as it was. I 
handed him my flask and a pannikm. 

^ All right,' he said ; ^ I make-a-drink wa% piro. First 
peer — ^best ; then wine — ^next ; then wai piro — ^last.' 

^ I knew maktdu could kill,' I said to Henda-son, whilst 
Earepa's face was buried in the pannikin, * but this resur- 
rection business seems new. Fact is, it's a bit tough.' 

^ Maybe; but it's right enough,' said Henderson, ^as 
ril show you. There's more to follow.' 

^ Have another fill of tobacco, Karepa. That's a good 
korero tara.'* Which is another name for the wildest 
fiction. 

^ Get out,' said Henderson ; ^ it's no korero tara ; it's as 
true as the Grpspel of Saint John. As I said, there's 
more to follow.' 

Karepa filled his pipe and puffed silently. He was too 
dignified to notice my aspersion. 

^One smnmer I went up the Whanganui River and 
through to Taupo,' said Henderson. He had forgotten 
his want of sleep. ^ The upper reaches of the river were 
tapu to the white man then, but the Pipiriki natives made 
that all right for me, and canoed me into the middle 
of the King Coimtry. We stopped at a number of 

9 
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villages on the way, but I don^t remember their names — ^I 
hadn^t got hold of the lingo then. At one of these, wh^i 
we were striking towards Roto-Aira Lake, we got weather- 
bound. The Maoris understand hospitality; they gave 
me the best hut in the IccA/nga. It had an iron chimney, 
like those you see on the diggings. 

^ When rd fed, the natives came crowding into the hut 
to see the pakeha. An old woman in a blanket squatted 
down on one side of me, and b^an to smoke, and on the 
other sat an atrocious old heathen who had his pretty 
daughter with him. The old ruffian was trying to tell 
me that Fd need a horse to take me to Taupo ; he could 
get me just the thing. I had got the drift of what he 
was saying, when a white man came in. He looked 
suspiciously at me, and said something to the old heathen 
in Maori. His hat was slouched over his eyes, and a dirty 
untidy beard hid the rest of his £bu». His clothes were 
ragged. 

*"Some low-down pahehormaori^ I thought; "hell 
want to borrow a fiver from me.^ But blood is thicker 
than water. I offered him my tobacco-plug. He took a 
fill, and we began to get along better. He wanted to 
know all about some new land laws that affected the 
Maoris; but Fd hardly time to tell him that I knew 
nothing about such things, when the girl I spoke of took 
him by the shoulder and led him out of the hut 

^ Her father then began again about the horse, and I 
twigged it was \he pakehirmiiorVs horse that he was talk- 
ing about. And presently the white man returned. It 
was getting late, and I wanted the natives to clear out. 
So I took out my watch, but found the rain had got into 
its works and stopped it. So I roasted it before the fire. 
The paJcehchmaori stood by and looked on. 
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^ rd baked the watch on one side and turned it round 
to bake the other, the monogram side. The firelight 
shone on the metal and showed up the engraved letters 
and the quicksilver stain that Felton had made €u:ross the 
b€u:k. As you see, the discoloration has never worn off. 

* All of a sudden the pdkehormaori reached forward, 
took the watch, looked at it closely, and said : 

*" This your watch?'' 

*« Yes," I said. 

^ " Was it always yours ?'" 

^"Yes.'' 

^ " And is that your monogram Y^ 

* " Then your name's Henderson !" 

< " Why not ? But how do you know ?" 

* " By the watch,'* he said. " I made that stain on it." 

^"Felton!" 

* « That's me," he said. 
^^ByGad!" 

* Well, the girl who had led him out of the hut wm 
his wahine. She spoke a few words to the other Maoris, 
and they went out. She sat herself down on one side of 
her husband ; I sat on the other. And we tcdked far into 
the night. 

^ But wouldn't he come back with me to civilization, 
and enjoy the pleasures of more refined life ? 

* No, he wouldn't. 

* I drew a graphic picture of his people in England — 
as near as I could fix it from memory. I said : 

* " Why, man, they'll be giving you up for dead !" 

^ ^^ So I am dead," he said. 

' But didn't he find his life dull ? 

* No, he didn't. 

9—2 
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^ Didn^t he sometimes wish to mix with his own race, to 
converse with men of his own caste ? 

* Then he swore. 

* " Look here,^ he said, ** Fm a fixture. Here I am, and 
here I stop. Fm contented here, which is more than I 
could say of any European place I ever lived in. Here 
there^s no trouble about anything — ^no continual grind 
how a man shall live, no everlasting striving after money. 
Here is life. / know this; you don't. And Fm not 
going to be such a fool as to shift! Let's drop the 
subject.'' 

*** Right!" I said. "Let 'em tattoo you, Felton. 
Let 'em make you a chief of the tribe ; take half a dozen 
wives, and all that sort of thing ; dance a Juika naked 
among them all." 

^Then he gbt up and swore, and we parted for the 
night. 

^For two days it rained hard. On the third Felton 
came to ask me if I wanted the horse — ^he was willing to 
do a "deal." I said Fd see the animal When the 
bargain was concluded — ^I gave five notes for the horse— 
Felton put the money into his pocket, and said : 

^ " I think, Henderson, it's time you went." 

* " Certainly," I said ; " Fll be off as soon as the weather 
lifts." 

* " The Maoris think it's time you cleared out," he said. 
" They don't care about Europeans poking round these 
parts. They've got a notion that you've come to look for 
gold in these creeks ; and they resent that sort of thing — 
do you see ? — so don't be long about it." And he turned 
abruptly and left me. 

* That evening I went to his hut, to have a last talk 
with him. I found him sitting beside a gin-bottle fidl of 
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whisky, which he poured into a pannikin and drank 
raw. 

^ At first he swore at me; then he sang — ^I think the 
singing was the worse of the two. Whilst his face was 
buried in the pannikin I tried to grab the bottle, but his 
young wife, who was in the whare^ was too quick for me. 
She handed the whisky back to him. 

<" Hullo! hullo r he said, "drink fair, drink fair, 
Henderson.'" 

^ I got up to go. I had seen more than I wanted. 

* " What ! Goin' r he said. " Well, give 'em all my 
love. Tell 'em I died of consumption — ^the blanky con- 
sumption of liquor.'' And he laughed. 

^ When I got outside into the air I stood and thought 
a bit. All the fires of the kamga had died out, except 
the one at the cooking-place. Everybody had gone to 
bed. I walked about the village and examined the out- 
side of the whare ; there was nothing awake, except two 
or three curs which followed me about. When I got to 
the cooking-place I stopped. This hmda had a roof, 
raised on four pillars, so that the smoke could get away 
while the fire would be protected from the rain-— on the 
same principle as a ^* fire-fly " in a camp like this. All 
sorts of gear lay about, left there after the last meal, and 
not far from the fire was a bucket of water. My mind 
was preoccupied, and I threw sticks and wood on the fire. 
I don't know why I did it, but it was a relief to see the 
flames leap up and 'luminate the whole village. I smoked 
a pipe by the fire before I turned in. 

^ As a rule, I am a heavy sleeper ; it takes a lot to rouse 
me. But that night I was awakened by the most awful 
yell I ever heard, and there was shouting and noise and 
the barking of dogs. It wasnt long before I was out of 
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my hut. There was a group of Maoris gesticulating 
round the kavia — ^the cause of their excitement some 
object in the flames. That object, a man, was shrieking 
hellishly and struggling in the red-hot coals, his clothes 
all on fire. 

* Just as I got to the spot, they pulled him out of the 
blaze. I helped to smother the flames of his clothes. 
By the firelight I could see who he was — ^the pakeha- 
maori. 

^ He had half slept off his debauch, when he woke in 
the small hours of the morning, his throat like a brick- 
kiln. He must have gone out to get a drink from the 
bucket, which he knew he would find by the kauia. Still 
drunk as Chloe, he must, in stooping to drink, have given 
a lurch and fallen into the fire, where he wallowed till he 
was a mass of flames. 

^We carried him to his whare, and laid him beside 
his wahiney who was too dead-drunk to know what was 
happening. 

^ I did all I knew for him, but just as morning broke the 
madman died.^ 

^ Great Ghost ! was the girl Mirirau T 

^Mirirau had been dead then for some years,^ said 
Henderson — * really dead, the second time.' 

' Mirirau, when she die the first time, went to Te Reinga,' 
said Karepa. ^ When Turuturu bring her back, she tell us 
all about that place. She walk along peside a river, and 
walk on and on, but couldn't ketch up the people on the 
other side, who were carrying the kai in kits. So she turn 
back again werry tired, and go back over the road she 
come, and wake up in Manaroa, on the ka/uhoa. Now 
she gone to Te Reinga again, and this time, I think, she 
stop there." 
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Henderson lay on his back and looked up at the stars. 
He said nothing. I looked down the gully, where I 
thought I had seen something white move. I said 
nothing. It is no good to question the quaint notions 
of the Maori brain. 

The fire had burnt down to a few red embers, a cold 
night breeze began to blow down the gully, the moon had 
just pok^ itself over the wooded ridge to the east ; every- 
thing was quiet now, except for the sighing of the wind — 
even the Maori owls and the wood-hens had gone to sleep. 
Earepa yawned, and stretched himself. 

* Wella, I think I werry tired,' he said. ^ I think I turn 
in an' go to sleep.' 

Henderson got up and doused the fire with water from 
the ^ billy.' 

^Earepa's right,' he said. ^If we are to catch that 
lunatic to-morrow, it's time we sought the te reinga of 
repose. This meeting will now go to bed.' 

Earepa had got half-way to the tent, Henderson was 
whistling the first bars of ^ The Man that broke the Bank 
at Monte Carlo,' I was hunting for the metal bottom of 
my flask, when we heard a curious sort of gibbering noise — 
half laughter, half speech — and my eye caught sight of 
something white coming towards us. It seemed to be the 
naked figure of a man with white skin, showing plainly in 
the moonlight, and a black beard that reached to his 
middle. This thing came on in a sort of doubled-up 
fashion at a jog-trot, keeping up the gibbering noise as it 
jumped lightiy from boulder to boulder across the dry bed 
of the creek. 

We all stood still, watching it. Then Earepa sent up a 
shuddering yell and ran back towards us. Crouching down 
at our feet, he cried : 



186 TALES OF A DYING RACE 

^ Urrrrgh: te taipo ! te iavpoP 

* Quiet, quiet,' I said; *it's not the taipo. Theresa 
nothing to be afraid of.' 

But all the while I had the strangest sensation running 
up and down my spine, and a feeling of sickness and limp- 
ness all over me. 

The creature came close up to us and jabbered into our 
faces. Then it put out a hand and took hold of Earepa's 
shirt, which, as quick as light, it tore to ribbons. Quicker 
than light, Henderson picked up a burning stick, which he 
had failed to extinguish, and jambed it into the naked 
thing's face. 

With a yell the thing hid its face in its hands, and ran 
screeching into the ' bush.' 

Earepa lay shuddering on the ground. I stood trans- 
fixed to the spot with a horrid sense of dread. 

* Good God !' exclaimed Henderson, * we've run against 
the lunatic. That's Pannifer. We'll — ^we'll — God forgive 
me ! — well catch him in the morning.' 

^That what Panipera look like?' said Earepa. ^No, 
no, that's t'e tmfpo^ 

^ I never would have struck him if I had known,' said 
Henderson. 

^ If t'e tat/po an' Panipera allasame person,' said Earepa, 
* all right, I go back to Wakatu to-morrow. No good for 
you an' me to look for t'e tavpo? 

* Listen,' said Henderson, * the poor brute's yelling down 
at the foot of the gully. There's no sleep for us, with a 
naked madman hovering round the camp. So we may as 
well make a night of it.' He got together some kindling 
and relit the fire. ^ There,' he said, as the blaze lit up the 
scene, ' make your miserable lives happy.' 
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The next evening Earepa was showing me the Maori 
way of cooking tui. He had a glowing fire of red-hot 
embers, with no flame or smoke, a dozen tuiy plucked and 
cleaned, out of deference to my more fastidious taste, and 
a dozen skewers of lancewood, sharpened at either end. 
With one end of a skewer he deftly transfixed a bird, and 
stuck the other end into the ground, and soon the twelve 
apotoro — ^that is to say * apostles'*; it was so he called the 
parson-birds — met in a circle over the top of the fire. 

* That make foiur bird for you, boss,^ he said, ' four for 
Mitta Hennerton, four for Earepa. We have a werry good 
feed, I think; 

All day he and I had been prospecting the eastern side 
of the valley for the mad * hatter,' and we had returned to 
camp unsuccessful, but with a good bag of ttd. 

Henderson had gone alone to explore the other side of 
the valley. There were constabulary-men and volunteer 
hunters in all the adjacent valleys of that vast forest. 

The tvi were done to a turn, and Earepa was placing 
them on a large tin plate, and the rice was boiling in a 
^ billy,' when we heard a ^ cooee ' from the other side of 
the gully, and Henderson came bursting throu^ the 
undergrowth. 

He approached without speaking, rested his gun against 
a tree-trunk, flung down four brace of Tcdka he had shot, 
lifted the enamelled plate with which I had covered the 
tut^ and said : 

* That's all right' 

* Well, did you see any trace of him ?' I asked. 

* I struck his old hut,' answered Henderson. 

* Good ! Anything in it ? 

^Pretty bare. I don't know how the b^gar lived. 
Did you hear the three shots I fired ?' 
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* No.** Three shots fired at half-mmute mtervals were 
the preconcerted signal that we had found Pannifer. ^ You 
don^t mean "* 

^I found him about six chain from his shanty,^ said 
Henderson. 

* Did he bolt ? I ventured. 

* Bolt ? You owl ! He was lying over the butt of a 
fallen tree, dead as that heap of kakaJ* 

^ Great Ghost! He must have died in the night. 
Ah! — ^ah! — did that dig you gave him with the fire- 
stick '' 

* Oh, you make me tired !'' 

* Then, what do you mean ? 

* This,' said Henderson : * I found his body naked — ^it's 
hardly a body, but hardly a skeleton, all but falling to 
pieces. He's been dead for weeks.' 

^ Aaaah !' said Earepa. ^ When the Maori tell he seen 
t'e taipoy why does the white man never belief? What 
I tell you las' night ? We not see Panipera — we see t'e 
taipo. You belief me now ?' 

Henderson looked at me, and I looked at Henderson. 
But we said nothing; we had nothing to say. Earepa's 
query received no answer. 

It has received no answer to this day. 
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* You mean to say weVe got to sleep in that hole ? Why, 
the place is full of fleas ! I can feel them. Here, but I 
say '* 

^I say you must choose between this whare and the 
scrub outside.** 

It was getting dark ; we had been stuck up by a tidal 
river, which could not be crossed till the morning. But 
Paramena, the guardian of the ford, had placed his whare 
at the disposal of Hawkins and myself. This was the only 
habitation within twenty miles ; our horses were ^ baked,** 
the rain was coming on, it was the time of spring-tides, 
and the Parapara was brimming from bank to bank. I 
felt grateful to Paramena, but my mate, a newchum 
viewing the country, apparently felt otherwise. 

* I suppose weVe blooming well got to,^ he said, throw- 
ing his saddle and ^ valise^ on the floor of the whare. He 
was fresh out from the Midlands, and was as green to 
Maoriland as a new koromiko shoot. He detested Maoris 
worse than vermin. 

Paramena was old, tattooed, grizzled, horrid, but hospit- 
able. The floor of the wJiare was earth, covered with dry 
fern, and in one comer was Paramena^s lair. 

Hawkins sank down with a groan and gave himself up 
to fate. Param^ia brought in some fish, cooked by him- 
self ; of course he had no knives and forks. He gave us 
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each a bit of white driftwood in lieu of a plate, and 
Hawkins said : 

* Oh, my aunt ! this is as primitive as they make iV 
But, nevertheless, he began to eat with his fingers. It 

was pretty to watch him, with a potato in one hand and 
half A pixtiJci (flounder) in the other. 

* Paramena, you live too much alone here,** I said. * You 
should have a wahine to look after you and cook your 
food.^ 

^ Ah, me no like,^ said the old man. ^ I have plenty 
wahine a long ago: one, Piripiri; two, Matapuna^ — he 

ticked them oflP on his bony fingers — * three Oh, I 

know t'e wahme Yfexry well. And t^e wahine that belonga 
me they liked me fine. 

' Oh yeh, I was he tamgata raiagaJbinra^ allasame you call 
"big-bug,"' and Piripiri was my wahine^ the first one. 
But I no like to have only one wife, I tell her. 

^Wella, my tribe is Ngaitahu. The hapa I belonga 
lived at Pukatea, where we built a pa because the Ngati- 
Toa come ofer the Strait to make-a-fight wit" us. 

* They come all right, in seven canoe. By-and-by, when 
they reach the middle of the Strait — Raukawa the 
Maori call it — ^the wind he begin to blow, the wave he 
begin to rise, the dark he come on — it blow like you pdkeha 
call Hell, and the canoes get upset. That good ; that all 
right. The Ngati-Toa no come to Pukatea that time, 
and I get another wife — ^Matapuna." 

The connection between the wife and the canoe catas- 
trophe was obscure ; but if you let a Maori tell his tale 
in his own way it will come out quite plain. 

^ Tipa and Matapuna," Paramena continued, ^ two of the 
Ngati-Toa women, kept close, one woman by the other, 
calling in the dark, and swimming on and (m, they don't 
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know where. By-and-by they neariy dead, they can go 
no more, when Matapuna she call out : 

* ^' I got something here. I make-a-ketch of something. 
I touch.'' 

* She take-a-hold of Tipa, pull her up too. Them two 
wahine get safe on top.' 

^ Capsized canoe floating bottom up ?' I queried. 

^ Oh no, that not it,' said Faramena. ^ That canoe of 
theirs was one big dead tohora, which by-and-by drift 
ashore and land them near Pukatea.' 

^ What's the old brute talkin' about ?' asked Hawkins. 

* The women floated ashore on a dead whale.' 
^ Oh, my aunt !' said Hawkins. 

* One, two, free days they float,' said Faramena, * wit' 
the sharks swimming all around. But the current took 
them into the Sound and left the dead tohora high and 
dry on shore in a little bay. 

^ When those two wahine get to Fukatea, they too thin 
with being in the " bush." But I see Matapuna, and I say : 
" She make a good wahiney after when I feed her up." Oh, 
I know ; I have plenty lot, four, six, eight wives my time. 
But Firipiri she no like ; she want too much of me for 
herself. I say, ^' No, Matapuna she is fine wahine. I take 
her, too." I know — I make a good judge. I have those 
days after that ten, twelve, oh, plenty wives. And Mata- 
puna, she the best wahine I had all a-that time. I like 
her werry good. The Ngati-Toa they come to make-a-kill 
of me — and I get their wahine nui for my wife. Oh yeh, 
werry good that. But Firipiri she no like. She kill her- 
self, drown herself in the sea because she no like me to 
take Matapuna as well. I think that good, too. I think 
a-that show how Firipiri love me better than anyt'ing. 
That make me werry proud.' 



142 TALES OF A DYING RACE 

^ My aunt !^ said Hawkins. ^ The old beast^s as bad as 
Brigham Young. The deuce take me if I can see where 
your infatuation for such heathen comes in.^ 

* This man^s not a heathen, I bet you.' 

^Heathen? Of course he is, and a cannibal too. 
Maoris ? Phaugh !' 

This was serious. But it only took two minutes to 
prove that Paramena was a respectable member of the 
Church of England. Cannibalism certainly is a delicate 
matter, and quite another thing. Would Paramena 
explain? 

^ Yeh. You see the pa over there,' he said, indicating 
with his hand the further side of the river. 

*Too dark to see,' I said. * Some of your people live 
over there P 

^ We no live there now,' said Paramena. ^ Too much a 
bare country i*ound here. We go to live at Te Bengarenga, 
near the Eowhai. 

^ Wella, this pa here at Te Parapara once belonga the 
Ngati-Mamoe. And my tribe' — ^he called it * tripe' — 
* come to take it. But it too strong, too much t'e fence, 
too deep ditch. So we try to starve them, but they no 
starve — they got too much Jcai in the pa. So we try 
another way. When they getting pretty hungry, two of 
our men go down to the sea-beach. There two kekeno 
make-a-sleep on the rocks.' 

^ Seals,' I said to Hawkins. 

^And the men make-a-kill,' said Paramena. *Then 
they skin the kekeno, and bring the skins back. 

* Wella, when the sun come up next day, the Ngati- 
Mamoe look out and see no Ngaitahu — ^we all hiding in 
the fern — ^but when the tide goes out they look and see 
two kekeno on the mudflat. "Ah !" they say, "the Ngaitahu 
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they gone away — we too strong. Gk>od ! we go out and 
make-a-ketch those two seals. Kapai^ The Ngati- 
Mamoe were werry hungry by now. 

^ So they come out to get the seal, and go out on the 
mudflat. First come the men, then come ilie women an^ 
the picanmnies wit^ a lot of kits to gather pipi. When 
they all come out we rush from the scrub and take the pa. 
We make a call, and the Ngati-Mamoe turn round and see 
us. But they can't fight pecause we got all their — ^how 
you call ringaringa? 

^Weapons, muskets,' I said. 

*That it. They can't fight any more, and we take 
a-them all prisoner, ewerryone, men, wahme, little pica- 
ninny — all.** 

*What did they do with themT asked Hawkins, his 
face wearing an apprehensive look. * Kill them ?' 

^We took a-them to the Eowhai,' explained Para- 
mena. 

The Eowhai was a well-timbered valley, which we had 
left behind us at mid-day. 

* Why did you take them there F* I asked. 

^ This place too bare,' said Paramena; ^ no trees grow 
here. We took them to the Eowhai because . . . Jcia iota 
aikite wahi wahie.'* 

^How much?' asked Hawkins. ^What's that he 
says?' 

^They took their prisoners to the Eowhai,' I said. 
^ You remember the place where we had lunch in the 
"bush?'" 

* Where the trees with the yellow flowers were? Yes,' 
said Hawkins. 

* Well, they took them there to — to— to be near the 
firewood.' 



144 TALES OF A DYING RACE 

*Eh?' Then Hawkinses eye caught the grin on 
Paramena^s face. ^What? D'you mean the brutes ate 
them ? And that old beast there made one of the party ? 
Oh, my aunt ! Tm off out of this.** 

And he was as good as his word. That night he slept 
in the scrub. 



THE SKIPPER OF THE GOOD INTENT 

Demorest^s plight was pitiable. The mid-day summer 
sun beat down on him through the holes in the roof of 
the rcmpo shed where he lay imprisoned ; his hands were 
tied behind him and roped to a strong numuka post which 
stood in the middle of the shed ; the bare earth on which 
he lay was alive with fleas, and his chief occupation was to 
rub himself against the post to which he was bound. His 
arms, feet, and face, were swollen and bloody with the 
bites of insects. All his clothes had been stripped off 
him, save a flannel singlet and a pair of dungaree trousers, 
and these and his matted hair were covered with filth 
thrown at him by the enraged people. 

In firont of the tumble-down rcmpo shed, and half-way 
between the wretched prisoner and the great pohutukawa 
tree which stood in the middle of the bare, brown dusty 
marae, or open space of the village, there paced a Maori 
sentry. He was dressed only in a piupiuy which hung like 
a kilt from waist to knee; he carried a musket and a 
cartridge-belt. Tiie marae was deserted, save for this 
sentry and a figure sitting under the big tree, which, 
resplendent with red flowers, threw a cool shade on the 
hot, dry ground. The man enjoying that shade, whilst 
his felloW'pakeha lay in torment in the half-roofed shed, 
was the skipper of the Good Intent. 

The villa^ Awatapu, lay on the bank of a tidal river 

10 
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in the Mokau country, its whare grouped irregularly round 
the half-moon mwrae^ along the flat side of which were 
moored canoes and the pakeha cutter. Demorest could 
see, at the back of the village, the gable of a big whare- 
ptmiy from the direction of which came raucous shouts and 
fiendish yells. 

The skipper had been smoking all the morning in the 
shade. With lazy deliberation he knocked the ashes frt>m 
his pipe, and strolled leisurely past the sentry to the shed 
where Demorest lay. 

* WeVe got ourselves in a fine fix, aitft we, mister ?^ he 
said, with the stem of his empty pipe between his teeth. 

nbe other pakeha looked up with a scowl, and answered : 

* I don'^t see what you've got to grumble at.** 

* Look at me boat," said the skipper : * she^s practically 
in their hands. Look at me men : they^re gone orf some- 
where. How'm I to take that blanky cutter back by 
meself?^ 

^ What you mean is, you don^t intend to do a hand'^s 
turn to save Layard or me — only you don'*t like to say 
so. YotfU not stir a finger: you'll see us murdered 

first r 

^ Look-a-here, mister.** The captain of the cutter stood 
straight in front of Demorest. 

* Yes, I know. But you needn't explain. YouVe taken 
good care to make yourself safe with the Maoris as well 
as with the Europeans.' 

Demorest tried to rid his swollen face of sand-flies by 
rubbing it against the post. 

* It's you's got you an' me into this fix ; an' if you's 
got to pay for it, that's on'y right an' fair,' said the 
skipper. 

* I chartered you, and, like a fool, I gave you the money 
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in advance. If^s part of the bargain that you try to save 
Layard and take us both back.^ 

* Pm waiting for that cargo of flax, I tell yer. I don't 
go back without it. Busing is business. There was 
nothing said about me not doing a ^' deal ^ while I was 
here. Flax is scarce.** 

' Good God ! What's its value ? 

* Maybe a hundred pound.' 

* PU give you half that — ^your profit on the " deal.'" 

* How much ?' 

^ You'd give the Maoris about fifty pounds for the 
cargo.' 

' Mister, Pd give the natives nary a cent. They'd let 
me have it for services rendered.' 

^Whatr 

* They're owing me a trifle.' 

* Oh, I see !' 

Demorest was sitting in the dust, with his bound feet 
stretched in front of him. It, would have been easy for 
the sandy-haired skipper to have gone over to the sentry 
with a bottle of rum, imd have made him drunk under 
the pohutukawa tree, and then to have taken Demorest 
aboard the cutter, cast o£P his moorings, and slipped 
down the river. 

But Scuppers — ^that was the skipper's name — ^wasn't 
built that way. His natiu^ was purely mercantile. With 
his pipe still between his teeth, he muttered : 

* My Auckland buyers 'ud lose faith in me if I failed 
to keep me engagements. I don't go without that 
flax.' 

* Lose faith in you ? My God !' 

Scuppers turned fiercely on the miserable man. 
' Don't think Pm takin' none of your sass,' he said. ' If 

10-^8 
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they skin you alire, that^s none o^ my business. / never 
arst you to come here. My advice is, be civil to the few 
friends you^s still got. An^ as for that yer mate o^ yourn '* 
— Scuppers pointed to the big building — ^^therell be an 
end of him by nightfall. I can^t do nothing. You can^t 
do nothing. Nobody can'^t do nothing.** 

Having thus logiceJly summed up the situation, and 
proved that inaction was the only course, the captain of 
the Good Intent slouched across to the sentry, and began 
to talk to him. The Maori laughed as the skipper spoke, 
and pointed his musket at Demorest. He was showing 
what he would do if the prisoner tried to escape. 

Scuppers traded between Auckland and the Awatapu 
coast. The Good Intent arrived intermittently in the 
northern port with a cargo of flax, or a load of pigs, 
supposed to have been purchased fix)m the natives with 
flour, or blankets, or some such innocent pakeha produce. 
She came and went quietly, slipping out of the harbour at 
night. 

Ashore the skipper^s manner was unobtrusive ; afloat he 
hazed his men, who were bound to him by an unbreakable 
bond. In the kavnga^ he was hail-fellow-well-met with 
every Maori. 

Layard was a pcJceha-maari. He had gone to Awatapu, 
where he had married a Maori girl, Maori fashion, and 
had been admitted to the tribe. By-and-by he had 
blossomed into an interpreter, and att^ided Native Land 
Court sittings on behalf of dusky clients. And so things 
had gone on till he had become almost rich, when the war 
broke out. Then the position of the pakeha-maori be- 
came difiicult K he stayed on at Awatapu the natives 
would make use of him, and he would be liable to be 
shot * at sight ' by the pakeha. So he fled to Auckland 
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secretly, with the white tohunga of the hamga. This 
was the only time that the two men — sworn enemies for 
years — ^had acted in common. But there Layard suflPered 
from suspicion of being a Maori agent and spy. So, to 
prove his loyalty, he joined a newly-raised volunteer corps, 
in which Demorest served as sergeant ; and the two men 
became chums, and fought side by side. 

When the war was over Layard wanted to go back to 
Awatapu — * to fetch my wife and the blooming kids,^ as 
he put it. Demorest tried to dissuade him, argued, 
denounced, expostulated. 

' They'll eat you alive,' he said. * They'^ll say you went 
to them, first, pretending the greatest friendship, and they 
adopted you into a tribe, gave you a wife, and made you 
^ one of themselves ; and then, when war broke out, you 
acted as a guide to the troops. They call men like 
you the worst sort of spies. If you go back they'll kill 
you with as little compunction as they'd stick a pig. 
Besides, she's not your wife.' 

* That's how you like to take it,' Layard replied. * But 
they're my kids.' 

And he went. He was a strange pdkehormaori. 



The shadows across the ma/rae had lengthened out. The 
sentry, tired of waiting to be relieved, was squatting on 
the ground, with his musket across his knees; Captain 
Scuppers, weary of the sentry's company, had gone aboard 
the cutter to drink rum. 

Demorest lay panting in the dust, half mad with vermin 
and sand-flies, more than half starved, burning with thirst, 
but almost enjoying the sense of relief that the cool of 
the evening brought. 
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Suddenly there was a great shout, and a number of 
people came running from the big building. They surged 
into the marae and surrounded the great tree. Some ran 
on board the cutter and dragged ashore a block and tackle, 
whilst others came across to Demorest, pulled him about, 
flung at him filthy insults he could not understand, and 
hideously grimaced at him. 

Presently there arrived the main body of the people. 
With these were the chiefs, who brought along a pakeha. 
He was shoved forward roughly, his coat was pulled off 
him, his shirt was torn to tatters ; by the time he reached 
the middle of the marae he was half naked. 

Demorest knew the time had come. In'V moment he 
was on his feet, calling, calling, amid the shouting and 
devilish din. Layard had covered his face with his hands, 
and was trying to say a few last words to his Attm. Then 
a young Maori, lithe and active as a cat, climbed up the 
tree with the block and tackle, which he made fast to an 
overhanging bough ; the crowd surged round the praying 
pakeha^ and Demorest lost sight of his old comrade. 

The yelling and shouting brought Scuppers from his 
cabin. He stood on the deck of the cutter, his half- 
emptied pannikin in his hand, and watched the proceed- 
ings. 

While the white man still prayed, a noose was fixed 
about his neck, and Demorest next saw Layard swinging 
naked in the air. Each spasmodic jerk of the white body 
drew shouts of pleasure from the crowd. But one of the 
hell-hounds, at least, wished the victim a speedy death. 
It was the sentry. He stood out in the middle of the 
marae^ beyond the crowd, and fired two shots at the hang- 
ing body. But the man wouldn't die. So they ran him 
down again to earth, and when he next ascended his white 
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body was reddened by a cataract of blood from throat to 
waist. Demorest turned away his horror-stricken eyes, 
and, sobbing with the pitifulness of a little child, sat 
staring vacantly at the dust in which he sat. 

It was all over. The sun had set; the natives, tired 
with their cruelty, had gone to their huts to sleep ; the 
dogs of the kamga were licking up the blood on the 
ground beneath the tree ; the moon had risen high above 
the eastern hills, the stars had come out, a cool sea-breeze 
had sprung up, and Demorest lay on the groimd. 

Aboard the cutter there was a light, loud voices, and 
laughter. Presently a figure came over the gangway, and 
approached Demorest^s shed. It was Scuppers. 

* Wake up V he cried, kicking his i^OYf-pakeha. ^ Wake 
up, here ! Fve come to give you your larst chance !^ 

Demorest sat up, but said nothing. 

*Lost yer bloomin^ tongue, ''ave you?^ growled the 
skipper, fumbling about in his coat pocket. * You'll lose 
more ''n your tongue if you dotf t pay ^eed to me. My Grod, 
you will P 

He took out a piece of paper. 

' Look-a-here.** He opened the paper and held it in 
fix)nt of Demorest. * This yer is a document youVe got 
to sign.** 

He struck a match on the seat of his trousers and held 
it so that Demorest could read : 

* This is to certify that Captain Scuppers sailed from 
Auckland on the 26th ult. with a cargo valued at JflOO 
aboard his cutter. Good Intent^ as per list attached.^ 

Here the wind blew the light out, and Scuppers swore ; 
but he struck another match and shielded it with his 
hand. 

* Can you read it, mister ? 
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*Yes/ 

* You'^ll notice it aitf t exactly legal as it stands ; but my 
two hands 11 sign to it as well, and we^ll make it plenty 
legal by-an'-by.' 

Demorest read on : 

* This cargo the Maoris at Awatapu have seized, besides 
destroying stores on shore and a house ; and we, the under- 
signed, bear witness to the fact that Government compen- 
sation should be given to Captain Scuppers to the amount 
of his loss. 

^Signed in the presence of' 
Thomas Homyman, Able 
Seaman, this day of 
January 



Fkux Malpas, 
Howard Dekobest.** 



The signatures were written in pencil. 

Demorest said never a word ; the second match went 
out, and nothing but the moonlight was left to light the 
faces of the two men. 

^ One man signs and toother witnesses. That makes 
things look better,^ said the skipper. ^The chiefs is 
aboard the boat, drinking. In less than an hour Til come 
an"* fetch you. We'll drop downstream an' be thirty miles 
from land by daylight if, mister, you'll just oblige me in 
this little matter.' 

*But — but ' Demorest hesitated, and the white 

of the skipper's eye glinted. 

* But what, mister ? 

^ There wasn't any cargo. I slept in the hold, and it 
was full of ballast' 

^Shucks! Who arst you to swear what was in the 
hold?' 
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^ There was a sack of potatoes.** 

* Look-a-here, mister: I give you every chance. Are 
you goitf to sign this yer paper ?' 
Demorest was perfectly silent. 

* If not — see that white thing hanging in the tree ? 
You'll hang beside it in the morning !' 

Demorest was still silent The skipper's thin veil of 
self-restraint vanished. 

*ril see it done meselfr he shouted. ^ FU teach 
you to pry into my affairs. FU teach you to mind 
your own business, and be civil to the likes of mcy 
you '* 

His epithets are unprintable, but he emphasized each 
with a kick from his heavy boot. Each kick gave a dull 
thud, but Demorest uttered no sound ; the thought flashed 
through his mind that it would be better to die then than 
be butchered by Maoris in the morning. 

* Will you sign that paper ?' 

Scuppers had stopped kicking, and was panting from 
his exertion and rage. 

^ If I did, you'd take care to see me dead before you left. 
Take me away, and FU give my evidence in the Compen- 
sation Court ril sign no paper.' 

* YolCll tell me what you're to do, an' what Fm to do ! 
My God, I'll teach you !' 

And the kicking began again, till the helpless man was 
senseless. 

But a form came softly with naked feet over the dusty 
mairae; a strong grip was placed on the skipper's throat, 
and there was a sound of someone choking. A few words 
were spoken in Maori, and Scuppers, as meek as a lamb, 
was walked back to the cutter. 

When Demorest came to his senses, a Maori was kneeling 
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over him and bathing his head with water from a cala- 
bash. The man was dressed in a long flax cloak. 

* I see him come ofer.' He chuckled as he spoke. * I 
ketch him. I tell him you my man. I say, "You go 
make-a-trink bottle-a-rum wit' t'e chiefs."" He go. He 
go quiet.' 

Then this strange Maori shouldered his gun, and paced 
back to the pohtUukawa tree. 

Demorest didn't understand what the man meant, but 
he saw that this new sentry was of a different nature from 
the old. The water had revived him, and he sat up. The 
wind whistled through the tall tree, and the white thing 
could be seen swinging to and fro. But the horror of the 
situation had deadened ; Demorest merely thought it was 
a strange thing that a Maori should spend a whole night 
under a tree with a dead body hanging in it. Presently 
a light appeared on the cutter's deck, and the chiefs, led 
by the skipper with a lantern, came towards the miserable 
pakeha. 

Scuppers, who was full of rum and excitement, gabbled 
a mixture of Maori and English, and gesticulated with the 
lantern. 

* Kei kona koe ? Ah, here 'e is !' They all stood round 
Demorest, Scuppers stooping forward with the lantern. 

* This, I tell you, is the spy. Now, then, what yer doin' 
there ? A chief was easing the prisoner's bonds a little. 

* E aha cma koe ? Let 'im alone. The Government sent 
'im. He'll go back and say you're a lot of rebels, and a 
man-o'-war '11 bum the kainga. You've hung the wrong 
man !' 

While the chiefs were arguing among themselves, 
Scuppers took hold of Demorest and kicked him. But 
the chiefs intervened, the light went out, the infuriated 
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skipper was pulled off, and taken by force aboard the 
cutter. 

Then once more quiet settled down on Awatapu, and 
the sentry came across to Demorest, lit a pipe, and began 
to talk. 

^Ewerrypody firighten' in t''e nighteetime at t'e dead 
paJceha in t'e tree,' he said. *But I no frighten'. I 
got Ihu Earaiti — ^he take care of me. Oh no, I no 
frighten'. T'e chiefs no frighten' — t'ey got t'e wai piro. 
By-an'-pye t'ey go to sleep with t'e boss. You hear 
t'em? 

The men on the cutter had begun to drink again, and 
Scuppers was singing. 

* That all right,' said the sentry. * That werry good. 
By-an'-pye you an' me makee t'e Jcarakia^ t'e purial.' 

Demorest didn't understand. All he said was : 
' Water! For God's sake give me some water !' 
The Maori fetched a calabash, took a sheath-knife from 

under his cloak, and cut the flax thongs that tied his 

prisoner's wrists. 
Then Demorest drank. 
The Maori sat facing him and discoursed : 

* T'e Hauhau people come and have a big korero^ an' 
make us all Hauhau too. I become Hauhau, an' forget 
Ihu Earaiti an' t'e rongo pai. Then Te Reata' — so the 
Maori called Layard — *he an' t'ey make-a-kill of him. 
But I see how he die — ^you see how he die. Ihu Earaiti 
make him prave, gif him 'trength — ^he die, an' make no 
row. Then I say, " That good man. Ihu Earaiti good 
too. I, Panapa Potae, go back to Ihu Earaiti." That it. 
You all right. I see to you.' 

Demorest didn't understand. He just drank the water, 
and the sentry sat beside him. 
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And now the noise on the cutter ceased. All aboard 
her were dead drunk, skipper, crew, and chiefs. 

*Now t'e time,' said the sentry, rising to his feet. 
*We make t'e tcmvmcmga, t'e purial. Then we clear 
out.' 

First he cut Demorest loose from the post and helped 
him to his feet. Then they crossed the marae^ and went 
towards the big tree. Soon the tackle rattled in the 
block, and the white thing came down to earth. 

Panapa took the head and Demorest the feet. Gently 
they carried it into the scrubby ^ bush ** that grew outside 
the hamga. There a grave was already dug. 

^ I make a-this hole,' said Panapa. ^ I make a-this for 
him. Then I come an' watch.' 

The exertion of carrying the body had exhausted 
Demorest, and he sat down panting. 

* You too tire. You sit still,' said Panapa. ' I know 
t'e karakia ttcpapaku. TTe mihinare ' — the white priest of 
Awatapu — * teach me.' 

Then, with a child-like solemnity, he began to repeat 
the first sentences of the Burial Service in Maori. 

He said them over three times, but Demorest didn't 
understand ; he fancied the Maori was saying a heathen 
incantation over Layard's bones. 

Panapa made a pause, and said : 

* That one finish. We put him in.' 
They lowered the body into the grave. 
The Maori ended by saying : 

^ Kia tau hi a tcUou te cUawhai'^ — the Benediction in 
Maori ; and then he took, with an air of happiness, a 
pakeha shovel, and began to fill the grave. 

The moon was sinking into the sea, but a silver light 
tinged the trees around. 
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*He sleep all right,' said Fanapa. ^Now we clear 
out; 

He led Demorest towards the kainga^ and took froi^ 
the shadow of a whare a heavy kit of food and two 
muskets. Then the two men stole down to the water's 
edge. Boldly the Maori went aboard the cutter, and took 
a k^ of water that stood by the hatchway. This he 
placed in the canoe, in which Demorest already sat beside 
the food and the guns. 

* T*e wai piro a werry good friend to-night,' said Panapa, 
as he took a paddle and pushed off. Then the canoe 
slipped silently down the river, and Awatapu and its 
horrors were left behind. 



Day was dawning over a smooth, gray sea. Demorest, 
dead-beat, lay at the bottom c^ the canoe, with his back 
against a thwart. After the manner of dead-beat men, 
he was not saying anything. The Maori had his thick 
flax cloak over his shoulders, and, paddle in hand, was 
keeping the nose of the canoe towards the shore. Sud- 
denly the first streak of sunlight flashed across the still 
waters. 

^ Ah !' exclcdmed Panap€^ his face beaming as brightly 
as the sun, * now Awa-iti, Motupipi, Piripiri.' He pointed 
to plax^s on the shore. * Werry good ! We go in.' 

He plunged his paddle deep into the tide, with a swash- 
ing sound that seemed great in the stillness of the dawning, 
and Demorest rose with difficulty and sat with his paddle 
in his hand. 

* You never mind,' said Panapa. * I do it. You eat 
t'e kai. You get 'trong.' 

Quick as light he dipped his blade into the sea, first on 
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one side of the canoe, then on the other, and steered 
straight for a sandy beach which lay in a small wooded 
bay. 

As the canoe touched the soft shore Demorest could 
hear the tui and the bell-birds singing their matin- 
song. 

^ You make a try now,^ said Panapa, as with mighty 
efforts he strove to pull the empty canoe high and dry. 
* We put him in t'e bush.' 

Slowly and with difficulty they dragged the canoe up 
the beach, and screened it behind some low-growing scrub. 
Then they took the muskets and the kit of food, and 
entered the * bush.' 

Pushing their way through the luxuriant undergrowth, 
passing beneath great rimu and iotara eight feet through 
the butt, they climbed the low shoulder of a hill, and 
came out on top of a beetling cliff, to the edge of which 
the green cover grew. 

* Now we right till the nighteetime,' said Panapa. * Then 
we dear out. Here we have t'e Arai, smoke a pipe, make 
asleep. That good. KapaV 

Demorest had no plans ; he trusted to his strange 
preserver, who knew the ways of the Maori, and where 
their chief dangers lay. But he did want to know one 
thing. 

^Panapa, you think Captain Scuppers a good man ?' 

* I t'ink him werry good man when he pring t'e topacca.' 
The Maori's big brown eyes smiled as he looked up from 
the black plug he was cutting. * When he pring t'e gun, 
t'e mutket, t'e powrer, to make a shoot, I t'ink him bad 
feller. I say, t'is man, Cap'en Kupper, he not pakehay he 
not Maori ; he no likee t'e pakeha^ he no likee t'e Maori — 
he lika himself. He likee to see t'em fight. He pring t'e 
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gun, t*e powrer, fe kariri'' (cartridge), * an' t'e Maori gif 
him f'e flax, pig, two woman, land, ewerryt'ing.' 

Demorest lay with his head resting in a clump of soft 
ferns. 

* That explcdns a lot,' he said. * But when you go back 
to Awatapu, they'll make a kill oiyou^ eh T 

* I no go back. I go wit' you to t'e pakeha. Then I 
go to Whanganui, to my mutter's tribe. I no go back 
to t'e Hauhau — what t'e good? T*e Hauhau he no have 
t'e old karaJcia of t'e Maori ; he no have t'e noo kardkAa 
of t'e pakeha — ^he have a little bit of each. What t'e 
good ? I get t'e good ka/rakia from t'e pakeha. I keep 
it. Wella, I stand wit' my gun in t'e kainga. I make-a- 
keep you. I say, " Panapa, Ihu Earaiti he see you. He 
see t'e tupapaku up in t'e tree; he see t'e pakeha in 
t'e raupo hut." Ewerrypody frighten to come out in t'e 
nighteetime, pecause of t'e tupapaku up there — ewerrypody 
but Panapa.' 

^ Hold on ! Did all the people become Hauhaus ?' 

^ Eweriyone, an' me, Panapc^ too. I no good. I bad 
man, allasame Cap'en Kupper. Wella, t'e chiefs €u:e trunk 
on t'e cutter ; Cap'en Kupper trunk too, an' his men. I 
come ofer an' cut you loose ; I take you away from those 
Hauhau ; I say t'e karakia tupapaku over Te Reata — ^that 
make me a good man again. I all right now.' 

With the sun there had arisen a sea-breeze which rustled 
the leaves above their heads. Panapa rose, and pushed 
his way through the undergrowth to the edge of the cliff, 
where he lay and watched whilst Demorest slept. 

About mid-day there came coasting along from the 
direction of Awatapu a cutter under full sail. Panapa 
watched her anxiously as she passed the little bay. He 
could see a man scanning the beach with a glass, and it 
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seemed for a moment that the cutter would stop and land 
a boat But she passed by, and he guessed she was 
pressing on to Awa-iti, the next kainga along the coast. 

When she disappeared round the nearest point he woke 
Demorest and told him what he had seen. 

*But €u:e you sure it was the Good Intent? \h^pdktha 
asked. 

*I know him. I know that cutter. The boss he 
make-a-try to find us. But, oh no ! — ^too many bay, too 
many beach. He no come here now. I t%k I have a 
smoke.^ 

Presently over the sea there came the boom of a 
cannon. 

* Hurro ! My korry !^ cried Panapa. * What that ?' 
Demorest was sitting bolt upright. 

' That means trouble for the cutter. Come on.' 
Both men hurried to the cliff. 

* I t'ink that werry big gun. I t'ink that^ repo^ 

* I think Scuppers is in a tight plax^.** 

They expected to hear another report, but instead they 
saw the nose of the cutter appear round the point behind 
which Panapa had seen her disappear. She was hugging 
the land close, and headed for the little bay. Then came 
another boom, and the ball dropped with a splash some 
distance ahead of the cutter. 

* They^re going to get hell.' 

'That it. That good place for him. Hurro ! What 
he do now ? 

The cutter had heaved-to inside the bay, and had 
dropped her mainsail, and the crew were getting into the 
boat she towed behind. They had shoved off when round 
the point, but rather far out to sea appeared a dark, 
deadly-looking gunboat. 
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'Come, Panap€^ weVe got our chance now,^ cried 
Demorest. 

The Maori and the pdkeha took their guns and rushed 
down to the beach, bursting through underscrub, jumping 
fallen trees, dashing down gullies, till they reached the 
beach, panting, but in time to see the crew of the cutter 
land. 

Scuppers came ashore first, then his two white men, then 
three Maoris. All were armed. 

Demorest stepped from behind cover and held up his 
hand. 

* Hold on there !^ he called. * Stand where you are.** 

There was a momentary confusion amongst the cutter^s 
men, but Scuppers called back boldly, ' Who in hell are 
you P^ and flung filthy epithets. Then he recognised his 
man. ' Grod ! is that you, Demorest ?^ 

And without waiting for an answer he dropped on one 
knee and levelled his gun. 

Demorest stepped behind the cover of the scrub, and 
threw himself flat on the ground as Scuppers fired. 

'Right you are, my lovely captain,^ he said as he 
snuggled the stock of his gun against his shoulder ; ' two 
can play at that game. Ready, Panapa P^ 

The Maori, who lay a few yards from him, replied by 
firing. 

The cutter^s men, who were running up the beach 
obliquely, paused to fire a volley into the scrub, where 
the smoke showed, and then rushed on. But Scuppers 
stopped to reload. 

'Fve got him,^ said Demorest quietly, and fired. 
'There r 

Scuppers fell. 

11 
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Panapa stepped from behind cover to get a last shot at 
the retreating men. He had fired once and missed, and was 
taking aim again, when Scuppers rose on one knee, raised 
his gun with one hand, and fired. 

Panapa gave a soughing grunt and dropped on his 
knees. Then Scuppers fell forward, and his followers 
disappeared. 

When the man-o'-war's boat landed, Demorest was 
kneeling beside Panapa on the sand. The officer in 
charge of the boat came up the beach with half a dozen 
men, paused where Scuppers lay, touched the cutter^s 
skipper with a dainty shoe to see if there was any life in 
him, and then passed on to Demorest. 

^Whafs the meaning of this, sirP^ he asked gruffly. 
^ When you were told to heave-to, why the deuce diddt 
you heave-to ?** 

' I don't know,' said Demorest. ^ Go and ask the man 
on the sand there — ^he's the skipper.' 

* Then, who the blazes are you ?' 

*rm the man that shot him. I and this Maori' — ^he 
pointed to Panapa — * tried to stop the lot of 'em.' 

* The deuce you did !' 

^ We did ; and the Maori got hit. Let some of your 
men help me to carry him to the boat.' 

* You were the men that fired on the cutter's people ? 

^ They fired on us. Fll explain fully when the doctor 
has seen this man.' 

^MacDougall, you're wanted here,' called the officer, 
and a man who was bending over Scuppers came up the 
beach. 

^ That one's done for,' he said, pointing back at Scuppers. 
*The bullet severed the brachial artery— died in about 
three minutes. H'm' — ^he had hold of Panapa's arm — *I 
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shall need a hand here. Hold his arm so^ my man.^ 
Demorest held it. * That's it, just it.' 

The doctor put a pad of lint to the palm, and another 
to the back of the wounded hand, which he bandaged up 
tight and put comfortably in a sling. 

' Now get him to the boat,' he said. 

' We came down the coast to look for two men named 
Layard and Demorest,' said the officer. * They're thought 
to be collared by Maoris. We stopped the cutter for 
news, but the beggar turned and bolted. Do you know 
anything of them ?' 

* Fm one of the men,' said Demorest. * Layard was 
murdered at Awatapu yesterday, but that man' — ^he 
pointed to Panapa, whom the tars were supporting to the 
boat — * that Maori saved me.' 

' The deuce he did ! You'd better come aboard too,' 
said the officer, looking at the torn and muck-stained 
clothes of Demorest. ' Fll give you a clean rig-out.' 

They walked down the beach together. 

*But what had this fellow to do with it?' the officer 
asked, pausing by Scuppers' body. 

* He was accessory before and after the fact.' 

* Did you hit him ?' 
^Yes. He hit the Maori.' 

* Well, he got his deserts. You saved us the trouble ot 
dealing with him — ^had we caught him. All that's left is 
to bury him.' 

« « « « « 

They were seated in the sick-bay — Demorest and the 
doctor. Panapa lay in a dean white cot, a thing he had 
never done before. 

'No,' said the doctor, * there's not the least danger to 
the arm, but the hand '11 go stiff. See here ! The bullet 

11—2 
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struck the back of the hand here, and came through there, 
mushrooming against the barrel. Of course, that has 
messed things up a bit, but he'll be all right in a week or 
two, bless you ! He's a fine fellow ! He proved himself a 
brick to you.' 

' I think I have a smoke, boss,' said Panapa. 

*A11 right, my man, Fve no objection — ^it'U ease the 
action of the heart ; but, mind you, no wai piro. You 
mustn't touch thai.'' 

* Oh no ! I no trinkee t'e wai piro ! I trinkee t'e tea. 
My korry !' The lighted pipe was between his teeth. ' I 
t'ink t'e pdkeha toctor clever feller ; but t'e topacca — ^that 
best. T'e pakeha pring two good thing to the Maori : he 
pring a werry good kardkioj and he pring plenty good 
topacca. My korry !' 

And the wreaths of smoke circled up to the cabin 
ceiling. 



THE KING^ N6ERENGERE 

Karepa waded to the farther side of the river and stuck a 
bit of dry stick upright in the bank. Then he turned and 
smiled. Earepa^s smile was something to remember. 

^ That my ttuwhu^ he said. ^ Now I makee t^e karakia 
to frighten away t^e bad taipo — ^all of t'em. I show you 
the old tikcmga of fe Maori.^ 

Hot, tired and thirsty, after travelling through ten miles 
of ^ bush,*^ Karepa, Henderson and I had struck the coach- 
road where it fords the Wai Totara River. 

Naturally, we bathed. The water barely reached our 
waists, but we lay down in it, wallowed in ii^ and splashed 
it over our bodies. The last action must have given 
Karepa his idea. 

Putting on an expression of mock gravity, he muttered 
an incantation. Then he tossed the water over his left 
shoulder, and said : 

* You go on — ^you go to Hauraki.^ 

Then he repeated another incantation, tossed water over 
his right shoulder, and said : 

* You go to the M okau ; you 'top there.' 

His third incantation was longer than the others. With 
both hands he tossed water over his head. 

* Now you clear out altogetter,' he said. * You go to 
allasame t'e pdkeha call hell !' 

It was quaint to notice Henderson's paper-white skin 
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contrasting with the dark wahiut of Earepa. But the 
Maori suddenly sat down and covered himself with water. 
When he reappeared he said : 

* That right. Now the mahutu^ or the ngerengere^ or 
what you call, all gone, I feel a werry good man. That 
the old Maori tUcanga. We use him plenty time.' 

He climbed up the bank and put on his dothes, whilst 
we remained in the water. 

^ I had enough,' he said. ^ Now I go makee t'e kaV 

^ Good man !' called Henderson as he, too, waded across 
the stream. ^ Fm peckish as well. Come out of that, you 
wretdied second-rate journalist, and feed.' 

There was bread, two pigeons which Earepa had shot in 
the ^ bush,' hard-boiled eggs, and tea. We sat under a big 
totaray and ate. 

^ That business of Earepa's in the river,' said Hender- 
son, ' reminds me of Tawhiao's ngerengere. My Grad ! it 
wca a circus !' 

* Hand the billy over here.' 

* He was the Maori Eing, you know — some pumpkins, 
I can tell you! — and went to Engknd to see Queen 
Wikitoria about some land trouble. 

^ There was the Eing; a chief called Patara; another, 
Te Wheoro, who could speak a little English. I forget 
the third — ^but, any way liie Eing had a bad time. 

' Eimberley was Colonial Secretary. He told the Eing 
to go back and put his trouble before the Government here 
— ^it was nothing to do with Downing Street. The Eing 
couldn't see Wikitoria on any account, not if he presented 
fifty greenstone mere and a hundred kiwi mats. 

* Tawhiao couldn't understand. He knew that Wiki- 
toria was a big rcmgaiira^ but so was he. He wasn't eaten 
up with pride, but he thought they might have a horero 
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together. But it was no go. The British Government is 
dunderheaded. Are you listening ?' 

' Yes. It's first-rate ; but when are we coming to the 
yam?' 

'Yam be blowed! — ^this is the yam. Pass me some 
bread — ^no, not with your fingers. Here, take my sheath- 
knife.' 

* There you are. Fire away !' 

' The King put it all down to occult influences which 
were working against him ; he became pouri ; he thought 
he had ngerengere. 

' Of all the awful things in this life, ngerengere about 
takes the cake. Talk of the bubonic plague ' 

' Hold on !' said Karepa. ' I makee t'e talk. I know 
when Tawhiao went to see Wikitoria. You think it 
pecause his mcma no good. That not it. The King 
break his tapu aboard a ship, and then ewerrytlng go 
wrong wit' him. Never mind Governor, Premier, Sec'e- 
tary. They think they keep Tawhiao oflF from Wikitoria, 
but all t'e Governor and Premier in Noo Seelan' and 
Ingarangi not stop the King, if his tapu all right. 

* But how was it broken ?' 

' I make-a-talk,' said Karepa, with half a pigeon in one 
hand and his pannikin in the other. ' On board a ship 
were all sort plenty waiter-men — tomrekareka^ ewerryone 
— ^to l»ing food for the King and t'e chiefs. These men 
not see fe rtuma belonga Tawhiao ; they not see the 
proper tikcmga to use wit^ so bik man ; they not see how 
werry ta/pu he was. They pring his kaiy potato, chop, 
allasame as to ewerrypody on board a-that ship. 

* One stooard was werry bad man — worse of all. He 
stand pehind when fe King eat. He play t'e tewil. But, 
worse of all, he carry t'e km pehind the King, and put it 
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ofer his shoulder. He touch Tawhiao ; the ship gif a bik 
roll — ^he spill t'e kai ofer the King. That make Tawhiao 
feel bad — ^he know all about it — ^an' when he get to Inga- 
rangi, he no got a bit of tapu left. Ewerryt'ing go wrong 
wit' him.' 

* Have it how you like — ^this is mt/ yam,' said Hender- 
son. ^ The old boy came down to me in his distress. I 
was living in a little village, twenty miles out of London. 
He said he was ngerengere — ^leprous. But I couldn't see 
anything wrong with him. When I told him so, he 
pointed to his eyebrows, and said they had come out. 
That was a sign the disease was working.' 

* I don' know,' said Earepa. * I t'ink he tell you some- 
thin' make-a-talk.' 

^ Anyhow, that's what he said.' 

^ I know. He tell you, and you say : ^^ Ah, that good 
talk." But he no tell t'e trut'. He no tell t'e paJceha 
too much.' 

^ Am I going to tell the yam, or are you going to take 
it in hand yourself?' 

^ I tell t'e kauwhau t'e good old talk. I tell t'e korero 
pono t'e true talk ; I talk of Maui, Ngahue, all t'e bik 
men ; I no talkee t'e lie, t'e korero taraJ* The old man's 
eyes twinkled. ^ You makee t'e talk, makee t'e finish. I 
smokee t'e pipe.' 

^ Right,' said Henderson, taking his plug from his 
pocket and throwing it €icross to Earepa. ^ It's a bargain 
— ^you don't open your mouth till Fve done.' 

^ That it. You makee t'e talk, I makee t'e smoke. I 
like that way.' 

Henderson paused, to test the old man's words, and 
Earepa filled his pipe in perfect silence. 

^ Our housemaid called herself 'Phemia ; the cook was 
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plain Jane. Both were callow country girls, with a whole- 
some horror of black men. 

^I explained to them the nature of ova expected 
visitors. " In the country where I come from,^ I said, 
" the natives are a very superior people. They have been 
called the noblest savages in the world. It'^s true they 
sometimes tattoo their faces, and some folks object to the 
habit. But t/ou needn'^t be frightened ; these that are 
coming here are the King and three of the biggest chiefs. 
Of course youll treat them just as if they were white 
people, like you and me. 

* The girls left the room as if theyM been sentenced to 
five years each, and had a confab in the kitchen.^ 

*But how about the wisdom of' taking a prospective 
leper into your family P 

' I never mentioned that. I didn't know it till he 
arrived, and then I thought the old boy's superstitions had 
misled him. 

^I met them at the railway-station. There was no 
sensation. First came the King and I, then two of the 
chiefs, and last the third chief and the interpreter who 
had piloted them down. They were dressed d la paJceha, 
in the height of the fashion — black coats and tall hats. 

* When we turned into the High Street we were joined 
by three small school-children, two boozers fix)m the Swan 
Inn, the butcher's boy, old Mr. Tracey the grocer, who 
took an interest in missions to the heathen. Miss De Vine, 
daughter of the Lord of the Manor, in her pony-carriage, 
and half a dozen dogs. 

*The King stopped at Ibbotson's clothing-shop ; he 
wanted to buy something, he said. Like a well-bred 
Maori, he took no notice of the stir he was causing, but 
walked straight into the shop and took off his coat. 
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* He wanted a woollen vest But he was hard to please, 
and the whole shop had to be turned upside down before 
he was suited. He chose a thick white jersey, tried it on 
over his waistcoat, and paid down his money like a white 
man. 

^ Now, the old chief who had come along behind was a 
deviL The humour of the situation seemed to tickle him, 
and while we were in the shop he jyukcmcCd at the crowd 
outside. You know what that is. It seemed pretty 
funny to him and the interpreter, but one young girl had 
hysterics and Miss De Vine's horse shied.** 

Earepa, who was following the yam, recognised the word 
pukcma^ and gave a performance by way of illustration. 
He rolled his eyes till only the whites of them showed ; he 
lolled his tongue with the air of a semi-idiot ; he danced 
a few unmeaning steps ; then he rushed upon us with an 
unearthly howl, and snatched at us with his long bony 
hands. 

^ Yes," said Henderson, ^ that was something like it, but 
he had more tattoo than you. He looked ever such a 
demon.'' 

Karepa sat down, relit his pipe, and remarked : 

' That frighten t'e pakeha, I t'ink.' 

' It made the village constable want to arrest the old 
chief there and then, but I took the fellow aside. ^^ Look 
here. Coster,'' I said, " be lenient. The man doesn't mean 
anything; that's a form of greeting in his country" — 
which is quite true ; Karepa will bear me out. " FU be 
responsible for him ; Til see he behaves." I put half a 
crown into Coster's hand. "Be lenient," I said — ^**be 
lenient." 

^ The effect was magical 

* " Stand back there !" cried Coster, with a majestic wave 
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of his hand — ^the one that held the half-crown ; ^^give the 
genleman room. Jimmy Philmore *" — ^to the butcher^s boy 
— " now you go on. TheyVe been waiting for that there 
sirloin at the doctor^s this ^arf-hour. Stand out of the 
way there an' let these genlemen pass.*" 

*We marched off triumphant, the King carrying the 
jersey over his arm, and half the village following. 

* Euphemia opened the front-door. She never said any- 
thing, but she looked as if she was witnessing a scene in 
" Deadwood Dick tortured by Indians,"'' or " The Apache 
Squaw,*" or « The King of the Cannibals." 

^ We had dinner, but it was a tame affair. The King 
wouldn't eat, and the chiefs didn't seem to have much 
appetite, but the man who had done the pukana business 
drank any quantity of beer. 

^ That night we had a circus. 

^ Before sundown the King got me to take him to the 
river. " What he wants," said the interpreter, " is a bit of 
running water with a pebble bottom where he can do his 
ablutions, and say his karakia and put up a ttiaahu.'^ 

^ The difficulty was that all the streams around there 
had mud bottoms. But I took them to a place where the 
river had been gravelled for a ford. That suited fine. 

* We sat in tiie smoking-room till midnight. 

^ The King hardly spoke at all. He simply saict that 
when he had done the proper karakia he would get rid of his 
disease. ^^ But," I said to the interpreter, ^ I see nothing 
wrong with him. I know a few of the symptoms — ^brown- 
ish spots, swelling of the lobes of the ears. He has nothing 
of that sort. What if his eyebrows are coming out ?" 

^^^I diagnose the case as one of megrims," said the 
interpreter. ^^ He's got a sort of melancholy, a sort of 
home-sickness, and he don't know what it is. Naturally 
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he believes it must be a touch of the evil-eye, but he says 
it's ngerengere. That's a Maori way. A Maori's very 
secret about his superstitions. He'll be all right when he's 
put up his altar and said his prayers."' 

* That's what the interpreter said P It was I who spoke. 
^ It's about as clear as mud ; but go on.' 

* You're darned complimentary.' 

* It was the interpreter I was referring to. You're clear 
enough, of course.' 

Here Henderson seemed to be rapt in meditation ; but 
after due thought he said : 

^ Oh, well, all right. At midnight the King got up and 
asked the chiefs to follow him. They all went out. The 
interpreter and I weren't asked to go — ^we weren't wanted. 

* But I went down to the gate to see 'em oflPl They were 
as gloomy as a funeral. 

^ They hadn't gone a hundred yards when a figure rose 
from the ditch on the other side of the road, where the 
elm-trees grew. 

^ It was Coster — ^he'd been watching the house. 

*"rm not comfor'ble about them furriners o' yours. 
Muster Henderson," he says. ** They're arter suthin'. Tm 
not easy." 

* There was no sense in explaining — Coster would never 
understand about karakiay or makutv^ or ngerengere. 

^ ^^ Come in and have a drink," I said. 

*"Nary a drop," he says. ** Booty's dooty, and my 
dooty's to see what them black chaps is up to. I left 'em 
in your charge, an' you let 'em off of the chain like this ! 
I'm disapp'inted. Muster Henderson, most disapp'inted. 
But I wish you good-night." 

' " Hold on. Coster !" I said, « 111 come with you. I 
know exactly where they've gone." 
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* The Maoris went by the road, but we cut across the 
fields and got to the ford first. We crossed by a foot- 
bridge, and hid behind some bushes on the further side. 
Five minutes later the Maoris came down to the river, and 
did a lot of subdued talking on the other side. Then the 
three chiefs retired behind a hedge, and the King was left 
alone. 

^ The old boy put his tall hat on the grass, took ofi^ his 
clothes, and got into the water. 

^ There was a polled willow growing on our side of 
the river, and he waded across to this and pulled off two 
or three wands, and stuck them into the bank. Then he 
got back into the river and began his karaJcia. 

^ It was the weirdest sort of picnic, with Coster's teeth 
chattering with fright and the King saying his mournful 
prayers in the water, and the three chiefs ready to stoush 
us if they knew we were there. 

* But the first karakia was got through safely, and the 
King splashed the water about, as Karepa did. Then he 
began to karakia again. Altogether, he dismissed the evil 
spirits to about seven places, and then he got right down 
into the water. 

* After that he went back to the other bank, and 
put on the new jersey and the rest of his clothes. The 
chiefs came down to him, and without a word they all 
walked off. 

* *^ Come, Coster,'' I said, *^ that finishes the programme. 
I must get back in time to let them in." 

* " And this," said Coster, recovered from his fright now 
that the Maoris had gone, ^^ is the mumbo-jumbo nonsense 
that is to keep a man out of his bed arter midnight — an' 
in a Christian country, too. An' a gen'leman like you 
countenances such goings on. Fm disapp'inted !" 
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* And no doubt he was. I left him without giving him 
a further tip— that was what he was looking out for — and 
got back in time to open the front-door for the King, just 
as if nothing had happened. The old boy nearly shook my 
hand off. 

* I said, ** You'^ve had a good time f^ but he wouldtft 
speak. I offered him some supper, but he shook his head. 
I took him up to his bedroom, but he wouldn^t sleep in 
anything half so comfortable. 

* He went down into the smoking-room with never a 
word, pushed the table into a comer, and motioned me to 
go away. Evidently, if he spoke he would break the 
spelL 

^Next morning Euphemia got up at half-past six, as 
usual. One of the first things she did was to go into the 
smoking-room to let out the fiimes of the previous nights 
tobacco. The room was dark, but she made her way to 
the French window without accident, and opened it wide. 
In rushed the cool air as she stood contemplating the 
morning. Then she turned to go into the kitchen for her 
early cup of tea. 

^ She^d got into the middle of the smoking-room, when 
she saw under the table something which made her pause. 
The King, naked but for the tablecloth round his middle, 
was kneeling on the floor beneath the table, from under 
which he poked his diabolical, tattooed face. The girl 
gave a frightened squeak and stood trembling. 

* The King got up, and said — in his own lingo — ^that he 
felt much better, that he was quite cured, thanks to her 
and me and everyone in the house. He laid a kindly 
hand on her arm. 

^ She screamed with all her might, and bolted from the 
room. 
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^Hearing the noise, I hurried downstairs, and found 
Euphemia fainting on the bottom step. 

* When I went to the King, he was sitting on the top 
of the table, chuckling to himself as he sorted out his 
pakeha clothes. He was quite cured, he said, and would 
always thank me for showing him a suitable place where 
he could set up his ttiaahu and perform his rites. The 
ngerengere was all gone. 

* But the servants took it in bad part. They voted the 
whole business disreputable. " We're accustomed to live 
respectable,'' said the cook, ^^and not along of black 
persons that walk about naked, and sleep naked under 
tables. You may call such folks Kings, you may call 
'em the Emperor of Chiny, the Sultan of Turkey, or what 
you likes — we call 'em "^eathen savages.'*^ 

** Euphemia was indignation personified. " I never come 
here to be laid hands on," she said. " When I do forget 
myself, I 'ope it won't be with such as 'm. I should 'ope 
not. I didn't take your money to be drove into hysterics 
by savages with carved faces. You may be accustomed to 
such — ^you comes from where such goings-on is common. 
I give you a month's warning." 

* It was the end of our domestic comfort. Never a girl 
would come near us, we lost caste in the village, and a sort 
of social boycott set in. But we had the consolation of 
knowing that the King's ngerengere was quite cured ; I, 
personally, had the satisfaction of having witnessed the 
only occult Moon rite performed in England.' 

Karepa was awake again, and sat smoking. 

* All that tapu too much bother,' he said. * I take t'e 
tapu off all my picaninny. I take it off all my taongOj 
cup, plate, knife, mat, ewerryt'ing. I make it allasame as 
the pakeha. Too much t'e tapu — too much t'e karaJcia. 
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The man wit^ t^e mcJctdUy wit^ f e spell, no frighten me 
now ; I allasame as t^e fokeha^ 

Henderson took out his flask and offered me a ^ nip.^ 

* Thanks,^ I said ; * but if we are going to camp here 
for the night, istft it time we pitched the tent? You, 
Earepa, being a man with no ta/pa and no mana to speak 
of, may take the tomahawk and cut some tent-poles/ 

The Maori laughed. 

* That werry good way to make the Maori work,' he 
said ; * but I te pakeha now — ^I want Ve vMi^ t'e pay. 
You gif me t'e wai jAro too, and I cut t'e tent-pole.' 

But without waiting to get his ^nip,' he disappeared, 
smiling, into the * bush.' 



PUTANGITANGI AND THE MAERO 

HoBowHENUA loved hunting, but he loved Putangitangi 
more. Putangi' loved Horo\ but not as she loved her 
own personal adornment. She was young and merry, and 
longed for boars' tusks, which Horowhenua must procure, 
or — ^well, Putangi' had many other admirers to whom she 
might apply. 

So Horo' gladly hunted. 

With dogs and spear he went bravely from the pa^ and 
the deep and tangled forest swallowed him up; and 
Putangi' went to bathe with a company of girls. 



Horo's was a great hunting. By the afternoon he had 
killed three huge tuskers, and, with his dogs, lay panting 
in a little fern-clad gully beside the last and biggest boar 
he had slain. 

* Hah !' he said, apostrophizing this latest victim of his 
prowess, ^ you thought yourself strong — ^you thought you 
could rip me with your tusks. And now you lie dead ; 
your tusks will be made into cloak-pins by Putangi', and 
we will roast you at the kavta fire. My fleet foot, my 
sharp spear, my strong arm '' 

But a rustling amongst the trees behind him broke off 
his vaunting. 

For one brief moment Horo' thought another boar 

12 
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threatened him, but the apprehension was ahnost instantly 
changed into a deep and thrilling dread. 

Imagine a monster with head, body, and legs like a 
Maori^ with arms eight or ten feet long, bristling with 
sharp and deadly talons half as long again, and you 
possess some impression of the Maero. Imagine this 
awful creature rushing unexpectedly upon you from the 
depth of the silent forest, and you can realize Horowhenua^s 
terror. 

The hunter became the hunted. Down the gully Horo' 
fled; after him, with claws extended, sped the Maero. 
But a man who can outrun wild-pigs is not easily over- 
taken. The overhanging boughs and tangled undergrowth 
caught the Maero'^s long arms and impeded his course; 
but his stride was long, and Horo' was tired with much 
hunting. Thrice the terror of the woods was close upon 
the Maori, thrice the outstretched talons €Jmost had him 
in their grasp, but each time Horo^ dodged, and eluded 
capture. 

At last the rippling of a creek was heard. Horo' 
rushed madly on, sprang into the water, and gained the 
further bank. But the Maero paused. Down the left 
bank sped the Maori, and the Maero followed along the 
right, all in the twilight, till night fell. Then Horo' 
doubled on his track, struck into the forest, and escaped. 



By the pale light of the moon a terror-stricken Maori 
entered the pa^ and beside the red light of the kavia fire 
told his weird tale of how nearly he had been caught by 
the dreaded Maero. 

Putangi' listened, lost in admiration for her lover's 
bravery and melting with sympathy for the terrors he had 
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suffered. She would forego the desked tusks ; she would 
many him when he pleased. You can imagine how soon 
that was. So Horo^ quickly had such comfort as effectually 
drove away the haunting nightmare of the awful monster 
of the forest. But there was no honeymoon. 

Next day a band of toi went to hunt the Maero, Horo' 
at their head. 

Now, Putangi^ was inquisitive, as all brides should be, 
and desired to see the dead carcase of the horrible brute 
which had nearly deprived her of her husband. Therefore, 
contrary to all instructions, she stealthily followed close on 
the heels of the hunters. 

At mid-day she halted for food in a ^ clearing ^ through 
which ran a stream. The spot was beautiful and tranquil. 
The sun shone warmly upon the base of a moss-covered 
cliff of limestone, and here Futangi^ sat. Her back rested 
against the warm rock, her head reclined upon a mossy 
pillow. She fell asleep. 

As she slept tui sang in the trees around her, a weka 
came out of the undergrowth to examine her, a bush-robin 
hopped about her feet. 

Suddenly there was a rumbling sound like distant 
thunder. 

* Matiti Matata !' 

The birds ceased their song; the weka and the robin 
fled ; the rock opened beside the spot where Putangi^ lay, 
and the Maero appeared from his cave. 

He looked around, dazzled for a few moments by the 
glare of the sun ; he sniffed, as though scenting prey ; he 
caught sight of the girl. Then a smile of satisfaction 
overspread his monstrous features ; he stretched out one 
arm and seized Futangi^ by her slender waist. 

She awoke with a scream, but quickly the other great 

13—8 
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hand took her in its grip, and Horo'^s bride was carried 
struggling into the recesses of the Macro's cavern. 

Then ^ Tutaki !' and the door shut ; not a sign was 
there to show where it had been. 



When the Maero-hunters returned unsuccessful to the 
pUy Horo' asked for Putangi^ but was told that she had not 
returned from the forest. When three days had passed 
and still she had not come back, search-parties scoured the 
^ bush,' but nowhere found a trace of the missing girl. All 
thought she must be dead, but Horo' said he would search 
for her till he found her or her bones. 



To fall asleep the wife of a brave young toa and to 
awake the wife of the Macro is the most awful thing that 
can happen to a pretty kotiro. 

But the Macro was not so cruel as might be imagined. 
He really loved his young wife. He would gather her 
fruit in the forest ; he said it might be dangerous for her 
to go out and pick it herself; he brought her fat pigeons, 
which, as they sat on the branches so smrfeited with berries 
that they could not fly, he had speared with his longest 
talon; but Putangi' had to eat the birds raw, as the 
Macro could not bear even the name of fire. When they 
had dined, the Macro would take her in his great arms and 
love her as only a Macro can, and Putangi' would almost die 
of fear and nausea. Next he would lead her lovingly into 
the recesses of his cave, and there show her the bones of 
all the men he had eaten ; he would tell her how he longed 
for a meal of Maori flesh, and she, his dear wife, would 
help him to another such, would she not? 
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When they had returned to the best parlour, where the 
floor was strewn with the heads and feet of the hundreds of 
birds the Maero had eaten, he would tell her to be a good 
little wife, and wait patiently till he came back, and then, 
^ Matiti Matata !' the Maero would go out for a walk, and, 
* Tutaki !' the door would shut behind him. 

Close to the rock there ran a stream, but the Maero did 
not wet his feet in it. His beaten track ran alongside the 
water to a ford where he could cross by jumping from stone 
to stone. 

At length, emboldened by a love of fresh air and a 
desire to wash, Futangi^ ventured one day, when her awful 
husband was out catching pigeons, to use the magic words 
^ Matiti Matata !^ Immediately the door opened, and she 
was out under the clear sky. * Tutaki !' and the door shut 
again upon all the horrors of the cave. 

Putangi'^s first impulse was to run, but almost before she 
had reached the stream she heard the panting of the Maero, 
and her monstrous husband stood before her. 

^ You astonish me !' he exclaimed gruffly. ' What are 
you doing outside the cave ? Do I not bring you enough 
to eat ?' 

^ Oh, thank you !' said Putangi\ * you're most kind to 
me. You bring me plenty of IcaTca — I quite like them 
raw — ^but '' 

* But what ?' said the Maero. 

* I thought rd like to wash.' 

^ Wash !' exclaimed the Maero. ^ What do you want to 
wash for ? You never see me wash.' 

^ No ; but you're a Maero. Perhaps you don't need to 
wash.' 

* Need to wash ? No one needs to wash — it's bad for the 
health. It makes the blood cold.' 
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^But / have always washed, and my blood is warm 
enough.** 

* Well, if you must do i V said the Maero, ' be quick 
about it. But wait till I turn my back — it would make 
me ill to see you in the water. It would freeze my very 
bones.^ 

So Putangi^ bathed, while the Maero turned his back 
and hid his great face in his still greater hands. Then 
they went into the cave and dined off raw kakas. 

Now, the Maero^s scent was very keen, and often, when 
inside the cave, he would sniff and say, ^My dear, Fm 
certain there^s a Maori in the neighbourhood. I can smell 
him distinctly.^ Then he would say, as softly as he could, 
though the cavern would rumble with the sound, * Matiti 
Matatar 

The door would open and he would put his head out, 
hoping to see someone. But he was very cautious, because 
he knew that Putangi's whole tribe was on the look-out 
for him. However, in time he grew bolder, and at last, 
whenever his nose told him that a man was roaming the 
forest, he would go out to hunt him. But he always 
returned empty-haaded and very short in the temper. 

Putangi' knew that this man whom the Maero continu- 
ally scented was none other than Horowhenua himself; 
so whenever the Maero grew restless and bloodthirsty at 
Horo^s presence in the forest, Putangi^ used all her arts to 
detain the monster in the cave. She would say : 

*No, Maero. Sit still while I comb your hair — wait 
while I scratch your back. There is nobody near the 
cave. Many times jrou have been (xit to look, but always 
unsuccessfully. Take my advice: sit still while I pluck 
this kaka for you.^ 

But the Maero grew more and more greedy for human 
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flesh, and in anticipation of it he would even lick Putangi\ 
and feel the plumpness of her body, and say, ^ Ah, lovely ! 
Ah, juicy ! Ah, tender !' and would smack his lips till 
Putangi' felt afraid he was about to eat her. 
But presence of mind is a priceless jewel. 

* tf, Maero, you are really so fond of Maori to eat,^ she 
said, * why dotft you go down to the^ at night and pick 
up a picaninny or a well-fed toa? There are plenty of 
them/ 

* That is all very well,' answered the Maero, * but think 
of the dogs. They would rouse the pa in less time than it 
takes to talk about it.' 

* But Maoris are afraid of the dark. They would never 
go out to look for you at night, and you could put your 
hand over the palisades and pull your prey out of the 
nearest hut. Try, Maero !' 

And she stroked the monster's great head with feigned 
affection. 

Perhaps you think Putangi' was heartless, but she really 
hoped to plan the Macro's death. And who knows but 
that she might have persuaded him to make the attemptt 
so great was his thirst for human blood ? But just then 
he stood up, quivering with excitement. 

<I smell him,' he exclaimed, sniffing loudly — 'I smell 
him quite near. Matiti Matata !' 

The door swung open and out rushed the Maero without 
losing a moment, Putangi' following him, and there on the 
other side of the stream stood Horowhenua, hunter of 
boars. 

' Fve got you,' cried the Maero, rushing to the bank of 
the stream ; ' I shall catch you now.' 

Horo' stood at the water's edge brandishing his taiaha 
and challenging the Maero to come on. 
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But the Maero coifld not cross the river there because it 
was wide and deep, and it was death for him to wet his 
feet. 

* You wait till I come round,' he cried, ^ and then I will 
fight you !' 

But when he reached the further bank, and was coming 
swiftly towards Horo\ Putangi' ran down to the water and 
called, *Horo', come!' and held out her arms. Horo' 
splashed through the water, and when the Maero reached 
the spot where he expected to meet his enemy, Horowhenua 
and Putangi' were rubbing noses near the mouth of the 
cave. 

* You cowardly rascal !' cried the Maero. * But FU be 
even with you yet ;' and back he raced to his ford, 

* Quick !' said Putangi ; * get over to the other side and 
dodge backwards and forwards across the river, and you 
shall see what I will do.' 

So Horo' recrossed the stream, and Putangi' took pieces 
of dry wood and commenced to make fire. She rubbed and 
rubbed with all her might till the Maero returned. But 
he took no notice of her, his eyes being fixed on Horo- 
whenua, who danced defiant on the further bank and 
pukcmd'd at the Maero shamefully. And Putangi' went 
on iminterruptedly making the fire come. 

* When I get you,' cried the Maero, ^ I shall snap your 
back as if it were a dead branch ; I shall crunch your bones 
with my teeth and spit out the bits ; I shall swallow your 
eyes, and pick out your brains with a bit of stick. Ah! 
I'll get you yet ;' and back he started for his ford at a 
terrific pace. 

With good luck a Maori could make fire come in about 
fifteen minutes by the process of friction if he rubbed skil- 
fully and hard. 
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The Maero rushed backwards and forwards, detouring 
from side to side of the river. Horo^ splashed to and fro 
through the water till the Maero's pace flagged and 
Putangi's TcavMi^ which is the name for the piece of wood 
she was rubbing, began to smoulder. Quickly she heaped 
on it dry grass and leaves, fanned these to a flame, and 
soon had a roaring fire in the middle of the clearing. 

Now ever3rthing was ready, and when next Horo' crossed 
over, Putangi' called him to her, and they stood on the 
further side of the fire till the Maero came. 

For a moment the monster could not see them for the 
smoke, but Horo' called out, ^ Now that I have your wife, 
Maero, perhaps you will come and fight me.^ And he 
flourished his taiaha and made the ugliest grimaces. 

When the Maero rushed round the fire, Horo' and 
Putangi' dodged him, always keeping the flames between 
themselves and their enemy. At last, perceiving this, the 
Maero thrust a long arm through the fire and clutched at 
Horo\ In a moment the sharp taiaha came down with 
the might of Horo^s two arms, and the Maero^s great hand 
was lopped off* at the wrist. 

The maimed monster howled with pain and stretched out 
his other hand ; but that was struck off too, and in his 
agony he stumbled and fell across the fire. In a moment 
Horo' had cut off his head. 

Now it was found how poor a thing this Maero really 
was. He had no blood ; his arms had been cut through 
as if they had been dry sticks. And like sticks he burned. 
Putangi^ piled his broken limbs on the fire, and burnt him 
up as if he had been firewood. 

* There,^ said Horo' as the last ember of the fire died 
out, ^ that is the end of the Maero. Now we will go back 
to the pa^ 
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And this is all quite true, for the great-grandchildren 
of Putangitangi and Horowhenua know the place where 
the Macro's cave is, but they daren't go up to it and say 
^Matiti MatataP lest it should suddenly open and — 
Tutaki ! — swallow them up. 



THE NGARARA 

The canoe, carried helpless on the top of a big roller, 
grounded on the beach with a bump whidi shook the 
thwarts out of her and threw Kahu-ki-te-rangi and his 
companions sprawling on the sand. 

Kahu^s companions were Popoia and Eareao: they 
three were the sole survivors of a large fishing-party 
which had left Mamaku, a himdred miles and more down 
the coast, and had been blown out to sea. 

Kahu\ Popoia, and Kareao were almost dead with cold 
and hunger, and for awhile lay stiff and motionless, till 
Eahu^ rose and began to stamp his feet and chafe him- 
self. 

^ Then, you are not dead, Kahu' ? said Eareao. * I, too, 
have some life left in me C and he rose, and began to run 
to and fro to restore his circulation. 

Popoia got up last. 

^ I, too, am here,^ he said ; ^ but my limbs are stiff like 
the branches of a tree.** 

The sun just then broke out brightly, and the three 
men soon got warm, thou^ they were hungrier than 
ever. 

First they hauled the canoe high and dry ; then they 
took their wet korowai cloaks and hung them in the 
sun. 

* Now,' said Kahtf , * we will see what sort of food we 
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can find in this place/ And he led the others up the 
beach. 

They closely examined the vegetation which grew 
thickly along the shore, but could find nothing to eat 
— not so much as a berry. They had almost given up in 
despair, when Kahu\ who was ahead of Popoia and 
KareaOs cried out : 

* Come here ! These look like wild kumara,'' 

* This is an old plantation which has been overgrown,^ 
said Kareao. 

^ Anyhow,' said Popoia, * we have found food.' 

Some of the sweet tubers they ate raw, others they 
took to the place where they had come ashore. 

'Now,' said Kahu\ *we will make a fire.' With a 
heavy stone he broke one of the canoe thwarts, from 
which he split a piece about an inch thick. This last 
he handed to Eareao. * There,' he said, ' you take the 
kaureure ; I and Popoia will hold the kaiuiti^ which was 
what he called the rest of the thwart. 

Eareao put the point of the kaureure upon the middle 
of the kavMi^ and worked it backwards and forwards with 
sharp, strong strokes. 

'Ah,' he scdd, 'you two have the easy part, holding 
the kaitati. You know that part; you have done it 
before. But I am the strong man — I have the kaureure. 
I make the kavati hot, I make the fire come. I am the 
man.' 

The other two laughed. 

But, all the same, Eareao grew tired, and was glad 
when Popoia rose to help him with the kaureure. When 
Popoia had got a good hold of the implement, Eareao 
let go, and helped to hold the kauati. 

' Hah !' said Popoia. ' You are not the man, Eareao. 
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With you the kcmreure had no strength, no heat; but 
the Tcumara I have eaten give me power; I give the 
power to the Tcaureurcj and the Jcaureure gives it to the 
kavMi, But I have done that before, many times. / am 
the man with the burning kavreure P 

And the others laughed. 

But at last Popoia grew tired, and his rubbing flagged. 
Eahu^ rose and relieved him. 

* Now,' said Kahu\ * you will see what I can do. So far 
I have been silent, but that was because I waited to see 
how you two would succeed. One, two, three, four! 
Hoo! ha! hoo! ha! Now watch. In my hands the 
Jcaureure is the begetter of fire. One, two; one, two. 
I do with the TcavMi what I please. See, it smokes! 
Hoo! ha! hoo! ha! It bums! Quick, Popoia! the 
dry grass !' 

The Icauati was now smouldering, and the charred wood 
and tinder were soon fanned into a flame : the men had 
made a fire, blazing and hot. 

^Now,' said Kahu\ when they had eaten as many 
roasted Tcumara as they could, ^we will look for water 
and explore the island. We will see what people live 
here.' 

They walked along the beach till they came to high, 
beetling cliffs, where there was a big cave, and half a 
mile beyond this they found ruined huts and the re- 
mains of a pa^ which was overgrown with fern and 
bushes. 

^ How is this ?' said Eareao. * Where are the 
people ?' 

* They have gone away,' said Eahu'. * They have found 
a better fishing-ground.' 

^You two are clever,' said Popoia; *you answer a 
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question before it is asked. But what is that at the edge 
of the clearing ? 

A figure was moving from bush to bush, as though 
watching them. 

* We see you hiding there !' cried Eareao. * Come into 
the open.^ 

^We won't hurt you,' cried Popoia. 'Come and tell 
us who you are.' 

' Why are you so frightened of us ?' asked Kahu\ as a 
bent and skinny old woman approached them. 

' Aaaaah ! tena Tcoutouj wailed she, seizing them by the 
hands. * Tena Jcoe! tena Jcoe! Katahi te JcoaP she cried, 
as she rubbed noses with them one by one. ' You are 
strong handsome men, and I thought you were the 
Ngarara.' 

* The Ngarara ?' said Popoia. 

* Who's he ? said Eareao. * We don't know him.' 

* What tribe does he belong to ?' said Kahu'. 

* The Ngarara — ^you never heard of him T said the old 
woman. *He is the Ngarara — ^the real one. Big body, 
eight feet long ; big webbed foot ; big wings like a bat's, 
with which he flies and catches fish; long tail like a 
tuata/ra lizard's, but bigger; skin like the bark of the 
red pine.' 

^ This is very strange,' said Eareao. 
^ You astonish us,' said Popoia. 
' Is it really possible ?' said Eahu'. 

* He came to the island nearly four years ago,' said the 
old woman, ^ and made his home in a cave which winds 
far into the cliff. No one but the Ngarara knows ail the 
windings of that cave. When the people were on the 
beach launching a canoe or looking for jE?ip, out of his 
cave would rush the Ngarara and catch two or three with 



THE NGARARA 191 

his claws, and carry them into his cave, where he would 
eat them up. Sometimes he would lie in the " bush " and 
catch them when they went to snare birds; he would 
seize the women as they were digging humcvra in the 
plantation, and the men as they were fishing from canoes. 
He was fond of the Maori ; he made kai of my tribe, of 
all but me — ^I am too old, too skinny — and my daughter 
Hinana.^ 

' Your daughter — why did he spare her ?^ asked Eareao. 

' She is his wife. He keeps her in his cave.^ 

The men's faces were filled with horror. 

*Your daughter is the Ngarara's wifef exclaimed 
Popoia. 

* We must take her from him,' said Kahu\ 

' She was the prettiest girl on the island," said the old 
woman. ^The Ngarara saw that — ^he keeps her for him- 
self. But if you stay here inactive he will catch you, too, 
and eat you up ! Yet, if you are brave, very brave, I will 
show you a way to kill him. We shall see — we shall see. 
Come down with me to the beach.' 

The old woman led them through the ^bush' to a 
distant part of the island, where the smooth sand stretched 
half a mile. 

^Now,' she said, as they stood in a group round her, 
<you see that pile of driftwood lying just below high- 
water mark? You shall run a race to that and back 
again, and the man who wins shall have my daughter 
when we have rescued her from the Ngarara. One, two, 
three — ^gof 

Away raced the men across the soft, smooth sand, their 
feet leaving long tracks behind them, till the old woman's 
weak sight could no longer distinguish one runner from 
another. 
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When they rounded the driftwood they came back, 
each straining every muscle to reach the old woman first. 
But one man was far ahead of the others. It was Eahu- 
ki-te-rangi ; he won easily. 

*Very good,^ said the old woman; 'you are a quick 
runner; you are ri^tly called Eahu-ki-te-rangi — "the 
Hawk in the Heavens.^ I will now show you the 
Ngarara.^ 

So they all went through the ' bush^ to the other side 
of the island, and lay concealed on the top of a high 
cliff. 

' The tide has turned,' said the old woman. * When it 
is nearly full the Ngarara comes out to catch fish. His 
cave is underneath the spot where we are Ijdng.' 

What she said was quite true, for before very long they 
heard a terrific noise in the earth beneath them, and the 
Ngarara appeared on the sands below. 

He was black all over. His great head was like a bird's, 
but featherless and bare, and ended in a huge tapering 
muzzle, which was cumed with numberless sharp teeth. 
His body was like a great bat's, and his wings, which at 
first he held close to his sides, ended at the top in bunches 
of sharp claws. He ran down to the water's edge after 
the manner of a great sea-fowl, snapping his horrible 
teeth this way and that in his eagerness to catch his 
prey. 

When he had waded into the water up to his middle, 
he stretched out his wings, which extended twenty feet 
from tip to tip, and scooped the fish first with one wing and 
then with the other into his open mouth. But when the 
fish fled in fear into deep water, the Ngarara flew after 
them like a bird, dived, and caught them with his immense 
jaws, which he snapped together so loudly that the sound 
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reached Eahu\ Eareao, and Popoia, as they stood on the 
cliff. 

^ It is time we went,' said the old woman. ' If we stay 
here any longer he will see us, and then he will certainly 
eat you up. Let us go and make the takpa-whare in which 
to catch him.' 

^Urrrghf exclaimed Eahu\ shuddering, Mt would be 
better to be eaten than to be the wife of such a monster.' 

So they went into the heart of the ^ bush,' and there the 
old woman gave them heavy stone axes with which they 
cut down tiiick branches of trees. These they placed 
firmly side by side, in two rows eadi, a chain long and 
six feet apart, and the roof, which was ten feet from the 
ground, they made of lighter boughs and toS-toi. Then 
they drove a strong stake into the ground so as to block 
one entrance, and heaped dry fern and toi-toS on each side 
of the taiepa-whare^ cmd all the preparations were made 
for the reception of the Ngarara. 

^Now,' said the old womcm, ^ there remains but one 
thing. Here is a powwhevma^ stout and strong, for each 
of you. You, Eareao, stand with this big spear on one 
side of the taiepa-whare^ and you, Popoia, take this and 
stand on the other. Eahu', take yours and place it in the 
taiepor-wharei about the middle, and then go and do as I 
have directed. You are a good runner ; now is the time 
to prove that you are indeed Eahu-ki-te-rangi, that you 
can run as fast as a hawk flies in the heavens. See if you 
can race the Ngarara.' 

So Eahu' departed, alone and unarmed. He passed 
through the forest till he came to the beetling cliff above 
the Ngarara's cave, and there he called out : 

' Cooooeeeeee ! Coooooooooooeeee ! Coooooooooooeeee !' 

Soon there was a noise Uke rumbling thunder in the 

18 
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bowels of the earth, and out of his cave came the 
Ngarara. 

First he ran this way along the beach, then he ran that, 
but could see nothing. 

^ Cooooooooooooeeeee !' called Eahu^ horn the top of the 
cliff, and in a moment the Ngarara caught si^t of him. 

Eahu^ saw the great jaws open and display their lines of 
teeth, and he retreated to the shelter of the ^ bush.^ 

There was a great flapping and ilie sound of falling 
rocks, and right over the face of the cliff came the 
Ngarara, with open mouth and scrambling feet and 
flapping wings. 

Kshu' turned and ran. 

The Ngarara pursued. First he stretched out one wing 
to scoop the Maori into his mouth, then he stretched out 
the other ; but each wing caught in a tree, and Kahu^ ran 
uninjured through the forest. But now the Ngarara 
folded his wings and ran, too. Kahu' could hear his 
heavy breathing, and smelt the horrible odour of his 
body. Again and again the Ngarara had almost caught 
his prey in his teeth, but Eahu-ki-te-rangi had not received 
his name for nothing, and he ran fast to the mouth of the 
taiepa-whare — on either side of which his comrades lay 
concealed — and disappeared inside of the trap. 

The Ngarara, in his eagerness to catch his prey, never 
noticed that the leaves on the boughs of the taiepor-wha/re 
were beginning to wither. He did not see Popoia and 
Kareao hiding behind the heaps of toS-toi and fern. He 
plunged straight into the taiepa-whare after Eahu\ 

Kareao and Popoia immediately arose, eadi grasping his 
pouwhemuif and stood ready. Kahu^ ran to the middle of 
the trap, where he found his weapon, and seizing this he 
turned and faced the Ngarara. 
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And now the great reptile was cau^t at a disadvantage. 
The constricted space of the taieporwhare pressed his 
formidable wings dose to his sides, and rendered his daws 
almost useless. His teeth were the only weapons he had 
left ; but they were many, and sharp, and long. 

With these he snapped menadngly at Eahu\ but Kahu' 
never flinched, and bravely awaited the onslaught of the 
Ngarara. 

Plunge ! He had driven his big spear into the reptile^s 
eye, and pinned the monster^s great head to the earth. 

The Ngarara lashed with his tail, and in his agony tried 
to burst the walls of the trap with the weight of his huge 
body; but his endeavours only made matters worse for 
him, for Popoia and Eareao could now see in what part of 
the taiepor-whare H-shxC held him pinned by his head to the 
ground. From either side they plunged their stout spears 
into his belly, and transfixed him to the earth. 

Thus they held him, calling to and encouraging each 
other, till the Ngarara was exhausted and could struggle 
no more. 

Then Eahu^ came out of }Aie taiepa-whare and set fire to 
the fern and toS-toS. 

The Ngarara was burned to ashes. 

Throughout this exciting scene the old woman had stood 
behind a tree, praising the men and cheering them on ; but 
when the Ngarara was dead and burnt she led them down 
to the mouth of the cave, and called : 

^ Hinana, come to us. The Ngarara is dead ; nothing 
remains of him. Come to your mother and the brave men 
who have saved youi' 

Softly and full of fear the girl crept to the cavers 
entrance till she caught sight of Eahu\ Popoia, Eareao, 
and her mother. 

13—8 
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^ But I dare not come,^ she said, crying. ^If theNgarara 
were to know that I came out of the cave, he would kill and 
eat me as he did all my relations/ 

' But the Ngarara is dead,^ said Eareao. ^ I plunged my 
spear into his body/ 

' There is nothing left of him but a few charred bones,^ 
said Popoia. 

^ You need not fear,^ said Eahu\ ^ If the Ngarara were 
alive we should not dare to come openly to his cave* 
When he last left you he pursued me into the tcAepa-wharcy 
and there I transfixed him with my pouwherma. He is 
dead, and you are now my wife/ 

^ That is all true,^ said the old woman. ^ Come, Hinana, 
and greet your mother and your husband, and then we will 
show you the place \diere the Ngarara died/ 

Convinced, Hinana came out of the cave and tanged 
with her deliverers. 

< TTiia is your husband, Kahu-ki-te-rangi, the man who 
raced the Ngarara,^ said her mother. ' He will soon make 
you happy.' 

^ I am quite light-hearted already,' said Hinana, ^ for 
you can imagine what joy it is to become the wife of such 
a brave ioa after having been married to the Ngarara for 
nearly three years/ 



BIG PIHA AND LITTLE PIHA 

PiHANUi and Pihaiti hated each other as only brothers can. 
Pihanui, or Big Piha, was the elder, and Pihaiti, or Little 
Piha, was the younger, and there was not a single matter 
on which they agreed. When they were boys Big Piha 
had never lost a chance of cuffing and kicking Little Piha, 
and now that they were men he tried in every possible way 
to ridicule and belittle his younger brother. 

^ Ha !^ he exclaimed one day while a number of the toa 
stood around him, ^ look at Little Piha walking across the 
open marae. Mark how I will make him angry. Here, 
Little Piha ; we want you. Little Piha.** 

Little Piha came to the place where the men w^re 
standing. 

* You are a fine fellow,' said Big Piha. * How many 
men did you kill at Waitapu in the recent fight ? How 
many men did you eat after the battle T This he said 
because he knew Little Piha had played the insignificant 
part of guarding the canoes during the engagement, a task 
set him by his father, the chief of the tribe. 

Little Piha was silent. 

*They say^ remarked one of Big Piha's friends, *that 
Little Piha successfully captured a small boy in the scrub, 
but that when the diild turned on him Little Piha ran for 
his life.' 

Everyone lauded, but still Little Piha said nothing. 



198 TALES OF A DYING RACE 

* You are a brave fellow,** said Big Piha. ^ If I had 
more brothers like you, I should set up another tribe with 
you as fighting-chief, and call it Ngati-Piha.'* 

But still Little Piha was silent. 

^ Bahf cried Big Piha, angry that he could not move his 
brother to wrath, ^you are a coward ; you are only fit to 
dig kumara ; that is your proper work. You are a dis- 
grace to the tribe. He icmgata kmo hoet — ^which is much 
the same thing as calling an Englishman a ^sweep^ or a 
Hindu a soar. 

^ Little Piha,^ said one of Big PihaV friends, ^ you now 
have a chance to prove your brother lies. If you are not 
a poor coward, answer Big Piha before us all : if with 
words, see that they are sharp ; if with blows, see that they 
are heavy.** 

Little Piha made no reply, but walked away with his 
friend, Eahawai, down to the beach. 

* Why,' said Eahawai, ' do you allow Big Piha to shame 
you before us all ? We know that your father gave you 
the karaJcia and made you an ariki like himself ; we can 
see that your tattoo is deep and thick, whereas Big Piha's 
is faint and thin, the work of an inferior tohumga. It is 
you that should be Big Piha, but he with his bragging 
and swagger has taken the place intended for you by your 
father. Your few stanch friends feel disappointed and 
disheartened ; we look forward with apprehension to the 
time when your father shall die and Big Piha's bad spirit 
shall be predominant in the tribe.' 

To this solemn exhortaticm Little Piha replied with 

laughter. ^ Never fear,' he said ; ^ when the proper time 

.comes you will find me full of action. In the meanwhile 

there is a matter which will give us occupation. I have 

heard that it is Big Piha's intention to set out for Motiti 
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to-morrow. You have heard of the beauty of Puhikereru, 

the daughter of the Ngati-Maru chief. She is so lovely 

that men have travelled hundreds of miles to see her, but 

she is so well bom that she has refused them all. Now 

Big Piha is going to court her, but I have a plan to outwit 

him. I will discomfit him before all the Ngati - Maru. 

His mana will sink ; mine will rise. Tlierefore be ready 

on the following day with your friends, and we also will set 

out for Motiti.' 

i^ in an in * 

It is a long way from Waikawa, in Queen Charlotte^s 
Sound, where Big Piha lived, to Hauraki, where Puhi- 
kereru and the Ngati-Maru dwelt. But Big Piha travelled 
all the way by sea, making a triumphant tour of the coast, 
what with his imposing following and his canoe decorated 
gaily with bunches and streamers of feathers. A day 
behind him followed Little Piha, with but a small retinue, 
in a much smaller canoe ; and the people of the Jcainga 
along the route said : * It is well that these two brothers 
are named Pihanui and Pihaiti, for the first is indeed 
a big chief, and the other is but little, a man of small 
account.** 

However, the two brothers arrived at Motiti on the 
same day ; Big Piha in the morning, and Little Piha in 
the afternoon. 

When Little Piha came ashore, his brother said : 
* What have you come for ? We don't want you here.** 
^I came to share in yotu* triumph,' answered Little 
Piha. * I thought it would be fine to say : " Yes, he is 
my brother — ^this Big Piha — ^my elder brother. I am 
proud of him ; my tribe is proud of him : he is a fine fellows 
I am proud to share in the feasts made in his honour.'' I 
am indeed sorry that I could not accompany you along 
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the coast, but my crew was smaU and weak: we could 
not overtake you. However, we may return, perhaps, in 
company, which I should consider a great pleasure.^ 



As the two tribes were strangers to one another, every 
formality had to be observed. 

The proper thing was to hcika before any indiscriminate 
fraternizing commenced. So in the evening the Ngati- 
Maru built a great fire, fiilly a chain long, and Big Piha 
mandialled his men at one side of it, and marched iiiem 
to the end of iiie blazing flames, where the chie& of the 
Ngati-Maru sat, and wh^re he surmised Puhi\ the object 
of his visit, would be with the rangatiras of her 
tribe. 

And how he and his men hakcCd! Big Piha sang a 
song of greeting, composed for the occasion, in which he 
extolled the beauty of Puhi^ and the greatness of her 
tribe ; and his followers joined in the chorus. 

* Ah V he thought, ^ that wiU impress her deeply.** 

Now, Puhi^ sat concealed in a hut, and was not even 
looking at him, though she could hear every word he 
sanfiT. 

^ What a fine voice he has !^ she said to her hoa iakapui^ 
the friend of her bosom. ^ What a good waiaia he has 
composed about me ! Gro out and see what he looks like, 
and come back and describe him.^ 

So the hoa, a girl as astute as her mistress was beautiful, 
went out and walked down to the edge of the fire, and 
looked at Big Piha as he sang. 

< He is a very fine man,^ she said, on returning. < They 
say his name is Big Piha, and he is a great rcmgaHrOy and 
chief of the visiting tribe.* 
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Big Piha had finished singing, and a band of Puhi^s 
people had stood up to dance and sing a song of wel- 
come. 

* Now,' said PuhP to her Aoa, * go round to the other 
end of the fire, and see if you can speak with this Big 
Piha; and tell me what he has to say for himself. I 
like the way he sang of me. I think he must be a fine 
fellow.' 

Little Piha had been watching the proceedings from 
a bank where the firelight gave him a good view of all 
that happened. He had listened to his brother's song, 
and had seen Puhi's hoa come out of the hut, scrutinize 
Big Piha, and question the man about her. He guessed 
who she was, what she had come for, and that Puhi' 
was inside the hut. 

Tlierefore, when the hoa appeared a second time, and 
went to the further side of the fire, he said to himself: 
^Now is my chance. I must find that hoa and speak 
with her.' So he went to the further end of the fire, and 
stood there. 

Before long the girl came, and by her manner showed 
that she was looking for someone. 

^Tena hoe^ said Little Piha. ^You are looking for 
somebody?' 

* I want to find Big Piha,' said the girl. 
^WeU.' 

* The big Waikawa chief.' 
^ You need go no further.' 

^Are you the man who haJccCs so well and sings the 
zcaiata so loud ?' 

* Yes ; I dance the Juika, I sing the waiaia.'* 

* You are the man I seek, the big chief?' 
^Pm the man.' 
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*Well, you needn^t try to hide the reason of your 
visit : we know it is Puhikereru. Fm hoa takapui to 
PuhiV 

* You're a fine girl, and if it weren't that I have come 
to court your mistress, there's no knowing what might 
happen.' 

The girl laughed. 

^ I shall go back and tell her that. I think you a 
dangerous fellow.' 

* Tell her I love her before I see her.' 

The hoa laughed again, and returned by way of the 
Ngati-Maru side of the fire ; and Little Piha returned to 
his bank, and watched the progress of the haka. 

* Well,' said Puhi' to her Aoa, * did you see him P 
*Idid.' 

* What is he like? What do you thmk of him ?' 
^ He's a fine man — ^you heard how he sings.' 

* What did you say to him ?' 

^I told him you knew what he had come for, and 
he laughed. He says he loves you before he has seen 
you.' 

^Is he the real ra/ngatira? Has he got the tat- 
too?' 

^ He has the tattoo.' 

* How much ? What sort ?' 

* I don't know — ^I couldn't see.' 

^Then, go back, and this time look well at his 
tattoo.' 

So the hoa went a second time, and Little Piha watched 
her disappear behind the fire. Then he ran to the meeting- 
place and waited for her. 

^Whatf lauded Little Piha, *are you come back 
again ?' 
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*Why not?^ asked the hoa. *Puhikereru wants to 
know how tall you are/ 

^ Oh, Fm a big fellow,^ said Little Piha, drawing himself 
up to his fiill height. ^Look at my head; I have no 
white hairs — all are black. Look at my tattoo — the best 
in the tribe.** He put his face close to that of the pretty 
hocL ^See the lines round the mouth, on the nose, on 
the cheeks, on the forehead. They are all deep, and 
black, and thick — ^the tattoo of a big chief. Tell Puhi- 
kereru.' 

* I shall tell her.' 

^ Now I must go back to the hdka,'' 

* And I to my mistress.' 

So Little Piha disappeared, and went to watch his 
brother as he hakcCd with all his might ; and the hoa went 
back to Puhf and told a fine story. 

Puhi' listened eagerly. 

^ I like that man,' she said. ^ He is the sort of man I 
will marry.' 

When all the formal greetings were concluded, the 
principal people of each tribe assembled in the big whare- 
pwni that they might become the better acquainted with 
each other. 

Big Piha sat beside the chief, but Little Piha sat near 
the door. Puhi' sat opposite her father, with her hoa by 
her side. 

< That was a good hdka^ said the old chief to Big Piha. 
* Your waiaia was very good, too.' 

^ I am glad you are pleased,' said Big Piha. ^ That is 
the wish of my tribe.' And he thought to himself, *I 
shall certainly get his daughter.' But he did not know 
which of the girls was Puhikereru, though she was sitting 
opposite to him. 
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Pahi^ looked all round the whare^ and said to her hoa : 

* Tell me where he is. Which is he ?' 

^Look near the door,^ whispered the hoa. ^You see 
that man lying there? That^s the man, the great ^oo, the 
big chief.^ 

^He isamanof rank,^ saidPuhi\ ^He is well tattooed ; 
he has the huia feather and the kiwi cloak. What do you 
say his name is ? 

* Big Piha — ^that^s his name.^ 

^ You think him a good man for me to marry T 

* A vefy good man.^ 

* That's my opinion. But who's that sitting beside my 
father ? He is going to make a korero.'* 

^ I don't know who he is. I think he must be Little 
Piha, the second brother.' 

^ He isn't as fine a man as my Piha. You can have him 
yourself. Listen ! he has begun to korero,'* 

Big Piha talked, but it was a tale about a burial-ground 
where his ancestors lay dead, and seemed posseted of 
neither rhyme nor reason. 

* Do you call th(d a fine korero ? asked Puhi'. 

^No,' said the hoo^ ^I like the korero pono and the 
korero tara^ but that is no korero at all.' 

Just then Big Piha coughed. 

' You fellow near the door,' he cried to his brother, ^ go 
and fetch me some water. I want to drink after all that 
talking.' 

He thought to shame Little Piha before all the people, 
and prove him to be a mere nobody, the servant of Big 
Piha, the great rcmgtitira. 

But Little Piha did not hear ; he was looking at the 
ceiling, counting the rafters. 

^ You man near the door,' called Big Piha, louder than 
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before, ^I tell you I want to drink. Gro and fetch the 
water T 

Little Piha still pretended not to hear, and continued 
to count the rafters, this time aloud : 

^ One, two, three, four, five, Puhikereru ! six, seven, eight, 
nine, ten, Puhikereru ! eleven, twelve, thirteen, the water ! 
the water ! fourteen, fifteen, sixte^i, somebody fetch the 
water! seventeen, eighteen, ko! ho! ho! ninet^n, twenty/ 

'Stopf cried Big Piha. <What nonsense is thisT I 
tell you to fetch the water.^ 

Though the interruption put out Little Piha^s counting, 
he still pretended not to hear. He began all over again r 

^Kotahi (one), rua (two), torn (threeX wha (fourX rma 
(five), ono (six), te wai! te wai! (the water ! the water!), 
whitu (sevenX waru (eight), iwa (nine), tekau (ten) ko! ko! 
ko! (calling to the Aoa), tekoM ma tahi (eleven^ tekau ma 
rua (twelve), Puhikereru, te wai ! te wai ! (Puhikereru, the 
water ! the water !), tekoM ma torn (thirteen), tekau ma wha 
(fourteen), tekau ma rima (fifteen), tekau ma ono (sixteen), 
tekau ma whitu (seventeen), te wai! te wai! te wai! (the 
water ! the water I the water !), tekau ma warn (eighteen), 
tekau ma iwa (nineteen), rua tekau (twentyX E ko! E ko! 
EkoP 

' Ha !^ exclaimed Puhi^ to her Aoo, ^ I see what he means. 
That stupid fellow opposite thinks my Piha is to be ordered 
about. But see how cleverly he hears nothing and yet 
communicates his wishes to me. He asks me to send you 
for the water. Ha! ha! he easily outwits his boasting 
.brother.' 

So the hoa^ laughing too, got up and quietly fetched 
some water in a calabash, and gave it to Big Piha. 

While he drank, Puhi' rose, and, going across to her 
feither, said : 
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^ You see the man near the door ? You have overlooked 
him. He is the greatest chief of all, and to my mind a 
much more remarkable man than the stupid, boasting 
fellow with his nose in the calabash.** 

^Hushf said her father, Hhis is a most important 
person.^ 

* Yes; said Puhi% *he is Little Piha. The man by the 
door is Big Piha — ^he is ^A^ chief.^ 

So Puhi^ sat down, and her fetther asked Little Piha to 
come and sit beside him. 

So there they sat, Big Piha, Little Piha, and the 
ihief. 

*Now,' said the chief to Little Piha, Hhere will be no 
more of this hiding by the door. We three chiefs sit 
here together. You heard your brother^s korero; now 
you koreroy and last I korero. Then we go to sleep.' 

So Little Piha began to tell the story of Paoa's search 
for his wife, which is the same as an endless story, for Paoa 
never found his wife, though he searched the whole 
country. But Little Piha was determined to take his 
hearers over every inch of the road, till one after another 
they fell asleep, and none were left awake but the old chief 
and Puhikereru — ^the one through good manners, the other 
through love. But at last the old chief fell asleep too, 
and Puhi' and Little Piha alone were left awake. Then 
Little Piha told another story—the story of how he had 
come to search for a wife. 



Next day the two brothers were talking in the open 
space of the village. 

^ Ha, ha V said Little Piha, ^ which now is Big Piha and 
which Little ? 
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^ You talk as if you had distinguished yourself,^ answered 
Big Piha. * Your korero? While you told it everybody 
fell asleep. That is how much the Ngati-Maru respect 
you : when you talk they go to sleep. I never knew such 
a fool. Now, my korero was listened to with interest ; 
everybody's ears were open. They know how important a 
man I eun, how great my numa is.'* 

* I thought yours a poor korero j"* replied Little Piha. 
' Now, mine '' 

^ Listen to the stupid conceit of this fellow,' said Big 
Piha to his followers, standing around. 

^ Puhikereru listened to the last word of my korero j\ 
continued Little Piha. ^She thought it good, any- 
how.' 

TTiis reference to_the object of his affection roused Big 
Piha's wrath. 

^ Now, mark what I say,' he exclaimed : * If I have any 
more trouble with you in this matter, I shall order you 
and your men to be killed. I'll meke short work of you 
and your koreros.'* 

But just at that moment Puhikereru and her father 
appeared. 

^No doubt,' said the old man, ^you have noticed 
the great preparations we are making for a feast.' 

^ Yes,' said Big Piha ; ^ we understand your daughter is 
to be married.' 

^ That is the case,' said the old chief. 

* And who is the fortunate fellow ?' 
^Ha,ha! " Fortunate fellow." That's good!' 
' What is his name ? asked Big Piha. 

' Ho, ho ! You make me laugh. ^^ His name " !' 
^Now tell us. We want his name,' said Big Piha, 
desiring to humble his brother once and for all. 
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* He is a big chief, a great rcmgcstira^ said Puhi^s 
father. 

* Of course he is. You hear, everybody : ** He is a big 
chief.^ Now,^ he said, turning to the old man, ^ would you 
say he is as big as I ?** 

* Yes, I should say he is as big as you."* 
^Bigger r 

* No, not bigger, but as big.' 

^ Name him ; if you don't I shall do so myself,' said Big 
Piha, laughing. ^ I know who he is.' 

< Let the girl tell. It is she has to marry him. Now, 
Puhi', tell them his name.' 

Puhikereru was so bashful she could hardly speak. 

* He tells me,' she said — * he tells me his name — is — is — 
he says his name — ^is — I believe — ^he is ' 

* Don't be eiraid,' said Big Piha. ' Speak out. Every- 
one wiU praise your choice.' 

^ He is called Big Piha,' said Puhikereru. 

^ Ha ! of course he is,' oied Big Piha himself. ^ Big 
Piha — ^that's the man.' 

^ That's his name,' said Puhi's father — ^ Big I'iha, the 
great chief of Waikawa.' 

^WeU,' said Big Piha, almost bursting with pride, 
^ what are you waiting for ? Yoiw man is here.' 

* Yes,' said Puhikereru. 
Tm he,' said Big Piha. 

* Y(M t said the chief. 

* Yes, Pm Big Piha.' 

^Ho, ho ! that's good,' laughed the chief. And Puhi' 
laughed too. ^ He says he is Big Piha !' 

* That's my name,' said Big Piha surlily. 

* No, my fine fellow — no, my brave toa^ said the chief. 
* You are Little Piha ; we know that quite well. This is 



BIG PIHA AND LITTLE PIHA 209 

Big Piha; this is the man;^ and he put his hand on 
Little Piha^s shoulder. 

^ Yes, this is Big Piha,' said Puhi\ taking Little Piha's 
hand in hers ; ^ this is my husband.' 
Then Big Piha burst into a rage. 
^ What !' he cried, * the taurekareka not only takes the 
woman I eun to marry, but he must take my name as well ! 
/ am Big Piha ! / am the eldest son of Toapoto, Chief of 
Waikawa! This vile fellow, the butt and jest of his 
tribe, is Little Piha, fit only to gather pipi for men like 
me to eat.' 

^ There has been some mistake,' said one of the men 
standing by. <He is Big Piha; thai is Little Piha. 

But ' 

*But,' said another, *the man who marries your 
daughter, be he Little or Big, is always Big Piha.' 

* No, no,' said Little Piha. * My father gave me my 
name ; I want no other. If I have taken Big Piha's 
wahine, and stolen his mana^ why should I want his name 
too ? It is all the poor fellow has lefL' 

^Let my husband always be called Little Piha,' said 
Puhikereru ; ^ for whereas his brother. Big Piha, is great 
only in boasting, my husband is little only in resent- 
ment.' 

^ No, that will not do,' cried the men, anxious to pay 
every compliment to the daughter of their host; *we 
must change all that. Your husband cannot be called 
Little. Big Piha shall be Little Piha ; Little Piha shall 
be Big Piha.' 

So the brothers' names were changed, and Puhikereru 
married Big Piha, as she had said she would do. 



14 



THE PORIRO 

The boys of the tribe were wrestling on the open space in 
the middle of the pa. 

There was Tun, and Tiki, and Eariki, and Kaipapa, 
two dozen more, and. the poriro. But thecf)oriro didn^ 
count. ^ ^ 

Tlie men of the trib^^tting in the shade of the huts, 
pitted boy against boy and encouraged the wrestlers. 

^ Eaipapa, Eaipapa, bring your foot forward. Get a 
zviri round his leg.' 1^ 

* Look out, Turi. He'll tciBj^u up.' 
^ He's down ! Eaipapa has wjl !' 

^ Very good whaJcataetae ! wij^ good match ! Now the 
next two.' ?: 

So two other boys stobd up and the contest continued. 

TTie poriro looked on, IcMiging to join in the sport. 
His neune was Tama-inu-po, ^ The Son of Drinking in the 
Night,' a name which his mother had been asked to explain 
a hundred times. 

* Come, Heru-iwi,' the women would say to her, * why 
Tama-inu-po ? why " Drinking in the Night" ? Who is 
his father?' 

But she had alwap answered, ^Taihoa^ taihoa — ^by- 
and-by. Some day I will tell you. The time has not 
come.' 

So all agreed that the boy's father was a ttdtuij a com- 



THE PORIRO ail 

mon person, of whom Heru\ the chiefs daughter, was 
ashamed. Tama^ was a poriroj a boy without a father ; 
and as Aporiro he was cuffed and kicked. 

But for all that he possessed spirit enough to love the 
games he was not allowed to share in, and courage enough 
to strike back when bullied. 

On this particular day, however, things went worse with 
him than ever. As his excitement grew greater, as boy 
after boy was thrown, he again and again attempted to 
join in the wrestling, each time to be pushed roughly 
aside with derision and laughter. At length he could 
control his ardour no longer. Rushing at one of the 
wrestlers, he took hold of him and hurled him to the 
ground. 

^ There,^ he cried, ^ I am as good as any of you ! Come 
on and wrestle.** 

But the words were hardly out of his mouth before 
Eaipapa hit him on the head with a stick and felled 
him. 

* Wrestle with a porirof exclaimed the bully. * We 
wrestle with you? Go on ! Gret out of this, or Fll hit 
you again !^ 

Tama^s head was bleeding, but he was on his feet in 
an instant, and had seized his tormentor by the throat. 

* The poriro will kill Eaipapa !' 
^ He^s gone mad !^ 
*Pullofftheporin)r 

Immediately the marae was in a state of ferment. Tama 
was sei/^ by the legs, by the head, by the arms ; men 
came rushing from the huts. Eaipapa^s father, a big man 
of sixteen stone, kicked his son^s assailant in the ribs ; 
the porifrd's hold relaxed, and he fell a second time to 
the ground. 

14— a 
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* Ha !' cried the infuriated father, * Tve a mind to kill 
you, and rid the tribe of a nuisance and a disgrace! 
A poriro to lay hands on my son! Before you dare 
do that again, ask your mother to tell you who your 
father is/ 

The boy had risen and was walking away, amid the 
jeers and jibes of all. 

* Yes, go now ! Go and ask her, miserable poriro t 

* Ho ! ho ! the ^onro is going!' 

^ Ha ! ha ! he's not so brave as he thought he was.' 

* The poriro is going to ask who his father is !' 

* Good-bye, Tama-inu-po! Good-bye, "Drinking in 
the Night " ! You'll find your father one of the ariki^ one 
of the greatest chiefs !' 

^ He'll find him one of the kai tcmgo cUuay one of 
the buriers of the dead, one of the undertakers of the 
tribe!' 

And the boy went sobbing to his mother, who, hidden 
in the furthest comer of her whare, could hear the taunts 
and jeers as they grew loud and obscene. 

It is much the same with a poriro all the world over. 
His hand is against everyone, and everyone's hand is 
against him. 



Waikawa, the place of * Bitter Water,' was a pa some 
hundred and twenty miles fix)m Motueka, the ^ Wood of 
the Weka: 

Thither Eaipapa and Eariki, now grown men, and a 
dozen companions, purposed to go by water. Their canoe 
skirted the eastern shore of Tasman Bay, and passed 
through the narrow gut now known as the French Pass, 
which separates D'Urville Island from the mainland. 
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They weathered Cape Jackson and passed by the historic 
waters of Ship Cove, afterwards made famous by Captain 
Cook, cmd so to the head of Queen Charlotte^s Sound, 
where \hepa of Waikawa stood. 

The Chief of Waikawa was named Eokako, a splendid 
Maori of the old tattooed school, full of dignity and 
hospitality. He gave the Motueka men a warm re- 
ception, reminding them of the kindness their tribe had 
shown him when he had visited Motueka twenty years 
before. 

All went well for a week, when an unfortunate circum- 
stance arose which put a sudden end to the festivi- 
ties. 

A Waikawa man identified one of the visitors, an elderly 
man named Tahima, as the slayer of his father. That the 
fatal encounter had occurred in fair fight and in the North 
Island were facts that did not matter. The mcmay or 
prestige of the man^s dead father, had passed to the 
Motueka man, and it was the son^s duty to avenge his 
father, and restore the lost mana to his family. Therefore 
he first treacherously killed Tahuna, and explained the 
circumstances to Kokako afterwards. 

But, what must appear strange to the pakeha mind, 
Eokako approved of the man^s cu^ion, though he truly 
regretted a circumstance which naturally must grieve his 
Motueka friends. This he told them, in the hope that 
they would see that the mmxler was quite tika (correct 
etiquette), and trusting that they would look at the 
tragical end of their relative as the natural outcome of 
his own actions, but not a matter which need disturb the 
peace of the tribes. 

Eaipapa and his companions, glaxl to escape with their 
lives, departed hurriedly, outwcuxlly accepting the position 
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as explained by Eokako, but vowing vengeance in their 
hearts. 



The poriro had become of some use. When war is in 
the air a man^s lineage is not of such consequence as his 
strength and prowess in arms. No one now cared whether 
Tama^ had a father or not. His herculean figure, his skill 
in wielding the taiaha, placed him beside the best of the 
toa. 

For Motueka was going to fight Waikawa, and the tatta, 
or war-party, had been drilled till it was perfect in all its 
evolutions, cmd had satisfied the critical eye of Tupeta, the 
old warrior-chief of the tribe. 

It was the morning on which the war-party was to set 
out. Heru-iwi was in her hut with Tama\ 

^ How shall I know this Eokako ? I have never seen 
him,** Tama^ was saying. 

^ His tattoo is deep and black,^ answered his mother ; 
^ there are many lines on his face. As to the tohu^ his hair 
is done in two points — one on the crown, and one at the 
front of his head. No other man will have that tohu. 
Eokako is an old man — ^it is many years since I saw him — 
but if you cannot recognise him by these signs, you will 
know him by his height. He is the chief; he will bear 
himself like a chief. But listen ; they are calling you to 
the canoes. You must go. Grood-bye, my son — good- 
bye, good-bye.' 

And the mother, holding her tall son to her, burst into 
tears. 

' Why do you cry ? said Tama\ * The pa is foil of 
excitement; everybody is calling for revenge, and you 
weep. Weeping would never set right our wrongs. But 
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I — ^I will show that, though Aporiro, I am brave in battle. 
I — ah ! I — be sure of this— you shall be proud of me yet. 
I will kill ; I will bring you the head of Eokako him- 
self f 

Tupeta^s plan was a simple one. Not a paddle of his 
should disturb the waters of Queen Charlotte^s Sound ; he 
would make no frontal attack. Shooting through the 
French Pass, he would turn up the long and winding 
Pelorus Sound till he reached the spot where the town of 
Havelock now stands. From there he would pass through 
the Eaituna Valley, and take Waikawa in the rear, 
plundering and exterminating all the kaingtis in the 
Wairau Valley, where now is the town of Blenheim. 

But Eokako, hearing of the coming tatuiy left Waikawa, 
and consolidated his forces in the Wairau, where he 
opposed Tupeta at the river crossing. 

It was in the old times, when the Maoris^ weapons were 
the greenstone mere, a double-edged tool for breaking in 
the skull ; the taiaha, a kind of sword, made of hard and 
tough manuka wood ; the spear, and the tewhatewha, or 
wooden battle-axe — ^all weapons which necessitated fight- 
ing at close quarters, under a system of drill not unlike 
that used by the pakeha prior to the invention of fire- 
arms. 

The Motueka men rushed across the river in compact 
formation, but were driven back, and forced to re-form in 
the river-bed, where many of their men were slain. But 
again they charged, and this time they carried all before 
them. After a short, sharp struggle their enemies were 
routed. 

There was no quarter given. After the fugitives rushed 
the pursuers, and at their head Tama\ the fleetest of 
them all. 
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He had marked Eokako during the battle, and had 
pushed towards him in the melee, till he could distinguish 
the lines on the chiers face, his tohu^ and the dogskin 
cloak. 

Eokako was forced back by the tide of routed men, 
and, seeing he was followed by a strong runner, fled 
the faster, through tussock .and scrub, through flax and 
manuka. 

But Eokako was old and Tama^ was young, and the race 
was to the youth. At last, in a small gully where the 
ground was soft and swampy, the old man halted cmd 
faced his enemy. 

There was a short, sharp struggle, and Tama^ stood 
over the chief, who lay panting on the ground. 

* Ha ! at last I have you !' cried Tama\ 

^I am your man,^ said Eokako. ^I am too old to 
fight a young toa like you. My tribe is beaten ; every- 
thing is lost. Eill me — let me die like a warrior.^ 

The old man held up his head for the expected death- 
blow. But Tama' was looking at the tattoo on Eokako's 
face. He could count the spiral lines on the cheek, the 
converging lines on the forehead, the half-circles round 
the comers of the mouth. 

^ You are Eokako !' he cried, flourishing his weapon. 

^ I am Eokako. Yours will be great mana. But before 
you strike, tell me who has conquered me.' 

^Tama-inu-po, son of Heru-iwi.' 

^Tama-inu-po !' The old man had clutched his captor 
gently by the wrists, and tears stood in his eyes. ^ E tdku 
tama ! E tdku tama P 

' He pono koia f But there arose a whoop and a yell, 
and Turi and three other Motueka men came rushing up 
the gully. 
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Tama^ picked up his captive^s mere, 

*Go,' he said, pointing to the manuka scrub which 
covered one side of the gully. ^I give you your life. 
Go quickly, and I will stop these men from following 
you.' 

In a moment Eokako had disappeared, and Tama' 
walked calmly down the gully. . 

* Hullo r cried the Motueka men, * where is your 
prisoner ?' 

* I let him go,' said Tama'. ' He was no good. He 
was too thin, too tough' — a joke which made his com- 
panions laugh, stopped further questioning, and gave 
Tama' the opportimity to pass on, and pick up the 
ihupuni cloak which Eokako had dropped as he 
fled. 



The triumphant Motuekas had returned home, and 
were fighting their battle over again in the big whare- 
puni which stood in the middle of the pa. 

The bragging was at its height; man after man got 
up to tell the part he had played in the fight. Tiki had 
killed two men; Turi, four; Eariki, seven; and the 
numbers were growing, till it was evident that at least 
eight hundred Wairaus must have been killed out of 
the four hundred of them engaged. 

At last Eaipapa got up. He looked quietly round the 
wharey and then said : 

^ All you men are great toa ; each of you has slain 
dozens of men, but I killed Eokako. You all know 
what a great chief he was; his mmia was greater than 
that of any chief of his tribe. That mana is now 
mine.' 
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He paused, and all looked at him with admira- 
tion. 

^ In the middle of the fi^t,^ he said, ^ I picked out 
the old Chief of Waikawa and Wairau ; I fought my 
way towards him. ^^Corae and fight with EaipapaP I 
cried. ^Come and kiU a man of your own rank — a 
rangaiircky like yourself!^ But he was a&aid. Yet you 
all know how brave Kokako was: he feared none — ^but 
Eaipapa. 

*He tried to get away fhim me by putting several 
of his men 'in front of him, but I broke through them 
and fell upon Kokako. You know how an empty cala- 
bash splits when a rock falls on it — so split Eokako^s 
head under my mere. Down he fell, like a mighty iotara 
in the forest, and I passed on to pursue the fleeing enemy. 
You all acknowledge the mcma of Kokako. That mana 
is now mine ; my mcma is doubled — as is right and proper 
with the man who killed Kokako.^ 

Kaipapa sat down, amid a murmur of admiration and 
exclamations of applause, and Tama** rose. 

^ If so insignificant a person as I may speak afl:er so 
great a man as Kaipapa,^ said the poriroy ^ I should like to 
teU you that I killed Kokako, too.^ 

Immediately there was a roar of laughter and cries of : 
* Listen to the jwrm)/ ' ' He killed Kokako, too f *He 
is a fiinny fellow !* 

' Yes; said Tama', 'I killed Kokako, too. When the 
enemy broke, I followed the man with the big tohu and 
the ihupum cloak. I said, ^^ That man is the chief. I 
will kill him.^ I took no notice of anyone else. He 
ran, and I ran, on, on, through the scrub, through the 
tussock, one mile, two miles, a long way. At last 
he grew tired, and stopped in a gully. There I 
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knocked him down, and stood over him ready to kill 
him. 

*" Who are youT I said. 

* " Eokako,^ he answered. 

* « That is good,'' I said. " I am Tama-inu-po." ' 

Here a riot of voices interrupted with : 

^ This is a fine story !' ^ All this was done in a gully 
where no one could see.' *The poriaro is a liar as well 
as a tutuaP ^Sit down, Tama', and let men of more 
mcma speak.' 

Tama' stooped and picked up a bundle. 

^ You all think Eaipapa killed Eokako,' he said. ^ Very 
good, but what can he show to prove his word ? Can he 
show so much as a huia feather or the tiki that Eokako 
wore ? Did anyone see him kill Eokako ? Nobody. Now, 
look here.' Slowly he undid his bundle cmd drew out a 
stone mere, green and polished and bright. ^ There,' he 
said, ^ pass it to Tupeta ; it is Eokako's mere, and Tupeta 
will know it.' Then he unfolded the mat in which the 
mere had been wrapped, and held it up that all might see. 
^ This is Eokako's cloak, his ihuptmi^ he continued amid 
perfect silence. ^ See the dogskin round the edge ; Tupeta 
will know that too. These things are proof that I 
took Eokako. But I did not kill him; he is alive 
still.' 

Here there were cries of astonishmenti and then someone 
asked: 

^ You caught him, and yet you didn't kill him ? 
WhyP 

^Because '' 

^Well,teUus.' 

^ Because he said he was my father.' 

At this a laugh broke from Tama's audience which the 
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bound prisoners could hear in the whare-herehere at the 
furthest end of the jemi. 

^ He didn^t kill Eokako ! He said he was his father ! 
Quite right ; a poriro should not kill a big chief.^ 

But Tama^ had sat down and Heru-iwi was standing. 

She was not abashed. Her eyes flashed with anger at 
the indignities heaped on her son, and she stood defiant 
before all. 

Turning to her father, she said : ^ You remember when 
Eokako came to Motueka a long time ago ; you remember 
he sat in this whare-pimi and we korerd*d as we are doing 
now ; you remember he said about this time of the night, 
*^ I am thirsty ; I want some water to drink;^ and you said 
to me, ** Heru-iwi, go and fetch Eokako some water.*" 
I got up and went out to the stream ; but while I was 
drawing the water Eokako joined me. Did you notice we 
were a long while getting that water ? — ^though to us the 
time went quickly. That was not the last time we met by 
the stream, and when Eokako went away he said : ^^ Heru\ 
if it is a girl call her Hine-inu-po ;♦ if it is a boy call him 
Tama-inu-po.^ I did as he told me, and when my child 
was bom I named him Tama-inu-po, ^ The Son of Drinking 
intheNight.^' 

^ Why did you not tell me that Eokako was his father ? 
asked Tupeta angrily. 

*You forget the threats you made; you forget that 
you said you would kill his father if you knew who 
he was. So I hid his name and my child grew up a 
poriro. But now Tama^ has come home with the mere and 
cloak and mana of his father, no more a poor poriro^ but a 
brave and strong toa, who conquered Eokako, but spared 
him, because Eokako is his father.** 

* ' The Daaghter of Drinking in the Night.' 
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So Tama^ was a poriro no longer, but a chief of Motueka, 
and next in rank to Tupeta, his grandfather. 

But as for Eaipapa, it was a common jibe> when a 
Motueka man doubted the truth of a statement, to say, 
* Who killed Eokako ?^ to which the inevitable reply was, 
^ Ask Eaipapa.^ 



A WHITE WAHINE 



The people of Taupo had never seen a white woman, and 
no white woman had ever seen Taupo. The mihinare^ 
padrSf medicine man or sky-pilot — ^there are various ways 
of describing HiepeJceha who had set up the new karakia 
at Taupo — ^was called Eerehi, which was as near as the 
Maoris could get to his unpretentious, monosyllabic 
English surname. 

Eerehi was a man under a vow, and he had come 
sixteen thousand miles at the dictation of his conscience. 
At his setting out most men had said his labour would be 
in vain. But that is not a question of interest. This 
is the story of Mata Eerehi his wife, whose exile all men 
deprecated. 

So soon as his karaJcia was established, the white tohunga 
determined to fetch his wife from Aucidand to her new 
home on the great lake where the boiling mud-holes, and 
geysers and delightful puia are. 

Te Heuheu, the Taupo chief, had despatched a hundred 
picked men to M atata, on the coast, to act as escort, and 
there was to be a great powhirij or welcome, when the 
travellers arrived. 

All the big war-canoes had been collected at the foot of 
the lake for the purpose of bringing McUa Eerehi triumph- 
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antly to Pukawa, Te Heuheu^s po^ at the head of the lake. 
Hundreds of natives had assembled there to greet the white 
woman, and all were in a state of wild excitement and good- 
humour — ^there would be a huge feast when the powhiri 
was over. It's a safe assertion that Maoris never assemble 
in numbers but they must celebrate the occasion gastro- 
nomically. 

Tons of kumara had been dug up, pigs were being 
roasted whole in the ovens, potatoes and maize were being 
boiled, women were busy straining the purple juice of the 
tuiu berry, and were preparing hundreds of flax baskets in 
which to serve up the food when cooked. Pigeons and 
kcJca parrots, preserved in their own fat, were heaped in 
abundance at the banquet-houses ; all the whaia, where 
the choicest food was stored, were empty and bare. 

In front of the stockaded pa a gentle slope stretched 
down to the lake. Behind rose mountains, peak beyond 
peak, and, crowning all, three snow-capped cones, one of 
which belched forth a constant cloud of steam. On the 
beach and slopes of the pa were gathered a big crowd of 
Maoris, bearing green boughs in their hands — after the 
manner of MacdufTs army, though for a different pur- 
pose. 

Some of the men were dressed in kiwi mats, and others 
in the flowing korowaiy a long doak woven of white flax, 
ornamented with clusters of black strings. The chiefs 
wore bunches of soft black huia feathers in the lobes of 
their ears, and stiff white-tipped huia feathers in their hair. 
Some even wore caps of huia feathers. All these chiefs 
were tattooed to the height of the art ; some of them had 
gone through the painful process twice, that the symbolical 
lines and figures might be the deeper and more plainly 
marked. 
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Most of the women were dressed in rough pur eke capes, 
made of flax or the leaves of the ti palm ; but the chiefs^ 
wives wore the korowai, A few of the women were 
tattooed lightly on the lower lip and chin, round-limbed, 
strongly-built, cheerful women, who as they laughed dis- 
played rows of the whitest teeth. Some of the girls wore 
nothing but the piupiu — a belt from which strands of flax 
fandangled to the knee. Frolicking children ran hither 
and thither amongst the people — ^fat, brown, naked brats, 
that tumbled over each other in their play. 

Now a watdier fit)m the pa raises a cry that the canoes 
are coming, and the crowds on the shore gesticulate and 
shout, and every eye is fixed on a small black speck fax out 
upon the still, blue lake. 

From the square gateway in the palisading of the pa 
Te Heuheu himself appears, and behind him follows a 
constant stream of people ; they all stoop to make their 
exit. It is a cunningly-made gate, four feet square and 
about two feet from the ground, so constructed that an 
intruder can easily be knocked on the head as soon as his 
foot profanes the precincts of the pa. 

Te Heuheu is dressed in an ihupuni doak made of skins 
of the black-and-white dingo, now extinct, which used to 
roam the Eaimanawa moimtains. Of an appallingly fierce 
though lightly tattooed face, Te Heuheu has a way with 
him that commands respect from all his people. In his 
hand he carries his famous mere ^ Pahikauri,^ a weapon of 
mottled jade, polished so as to show the curious grain 
of the stone, which, translucent almost as green water, is as 
hard as adamant. This mere is his sceptre ; he received it 
from his fathers, and hopes to hand it to his children. 
But ^ Pahikauri ^ is not merely for show — ^it has slain many 
men. 
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What was a black speck on the horizon has now grown 
into a thm daric Ime upon the waters. Te Heuheu stands 
on the beach and shades his eyes with his hand, as he 
watches the approaching canoes. Next he turns and 
addresses his people, and the gentleness of his speech 
contrasts strangely with his fierce features. His is not the 
meaningless gabble of a savage, but a fine effort of rhetoric, 
full of poetic similes and appropriate figures of speech, 
which ends \dth this injunction, half command, half 
exhortation : 

'Therefore, my children, greet the strangers warmly; 
welcome my pakeha Te Eerehi ; welcome all that belong 
to him, but most of all welcome the white wahine his 
wife, who has come so far to live with us. Give her your 
wildest powhiri.'* 

By this time the canoes are drawing near. Their 
number can be counted : twenty war-canoes, with figure- 
heads and stemposts lavishly decorated with pvhipvhiy and 
each carrying close upon a hundred men. Can a notion 
be given of the stirring enthusiasm of this on-coming, so 
that the feelings of the white woman, who sits in the 
centre canoe, may be understood? Her children have 
been distributed amongst the other canoes, and her hus- 
band is in the craft on her right, the natives^ idea being 
that one canoe is quite insufiicient to bear more them one 
precious guest. She is surrounded by bright, smiling, 
brown-faced women attendants, whose eyes shine with 
excitement and pleasure as they look at the pink cheeks 
and blue eyes of the wahine ataahtuii whose beauty is so 
new and strange to them. In her ears is the hul hu! hu! 
hul of the gasping paddlers, the roar of the waters, and 
the hissing of the foam. The brown eyes flash, every 
muscle is strained, every man is doing his hardest for the 

15 
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honour of his hapu and the glory of his canoe. Amidships 
of each craft stands a chief, who sways his body to and firo 
in motion with the rowers, and beats time with the paddle 
which he flourishes above his head. All these captains of 
canoes sway together ; the whole fleet advances as though 
impelled by one mighty impetus. The serried line of 
prows sweeps forward, each great grotesque figurehead 
projected far beyond the mass of seething foam churned 
up by every stem. The vast crowd on shore raises a shout ; 
a forest of boughs waves in the air amid frantic excitement 
and uproar. 

Now all the captains disappear from their conspicuous 
posts ; but one figiu^ remains standing above the rowers, 
and that in the centre canoe which bears the white rcmga- 
tira woman. It is Te Whetu, the thrice-tattooed, the 
bard of Taupo. He stands erect, with his arms out- 
stretched, bearing above his head the paddle with which he 
beats time to the rowers of the fleet as he sways his body 
backwards and forwards. He raises his voice ; above the 
noise of the paddles, above the hissing of the foam, his 
waicUa — ^to be handed down by word of mouth for genera- 
tions to come — ^reaches the ears of those on shore : 

* Te pai a wai ? 
Te pai a wai ? 
Te pai a Mata Kerehi 
Katakotoki Taupo? 

To-o-o-o-ia I' 

He is praising the white lady they are escorting; he 
declares that no one is half so beautiful as she. And the 
^Toia\? It means ^pull away.' Its three syllables are 
prolonged by a thousand throats. Te Whetu sings 
another verse in praise of the fair burden of his canoe — 
how she is whiter than the sea-gull's breast, her cheek 
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redder than the rata flower, how her eyes are blue as the 
sea with long looking at the vast waters over which she 
has passed. Then he sings of that great journey and of 
the perils their ^ white mother ^ has braved that she may 
live with the Taupo tribes for ever. All the rowers again 
take up the chorus, and at the ^ Toia !^ the canoes plunge 
forward with redoubled speed. 

Now the hundreds on the shore take up the greeting, 
waving their green boughs in time to their song : 

* Welcome I welcome I dearest stranger, 
Welcome from the far horizon, 
Where the earth and heaven meet ; 
'Twas onr own dear child that drew thee 
To us from the heayen's edge. 
Come ! oh, come 1 oh, come 1 oh, come V 

The canoes are now close upon the land ; in a mass of 
seething foam they are nearing the beach. Their rank is 
perfectly kept; their crews pull deep and strong in time 
to Te Whetu^s arm. He quickens the stroke, the rowers 
strain every muscle to the highest tension, and the canoes 
race for the shore. 

The margin of blue, still water between the fierce prows 
and the beach grows quickly less and less. A shout from 
Te Whetu, and every paddle is still, and the fleet glides 
gently to the soft and yielding sand. 

Not till the white wahi/ne and her children have landed 
do the hundreds of rowers step ashore. Then it can be 
seen that every canoe is a perfect bower of white jMinoAi 
flowers. 

n 

Old Te Heuheu regarded the white wahme with awe. 
To him she was a kind of ta/pu wahwey an inspired holy 

16—2 
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woman, to be approached with the deepest respect Her 
beauty charmed him like a spell ; he had seen nothing, 
imagined nothing like it. 

^ She is whiter than the snow on Mount Ruapehu,^ he 
said, ^ and her spirit was made in the heavens above the 
mountain-tops.^ 

But rumours of war reached Taupo, and these were 
followed by visible proofs of bloodshed in the shape of 
maimed men, and Eerehi suggested that he should take 
his wife out of danger. 

* In my joa there is peace,^ said the chief. * I have no 
quarrel with your Queen ; your Governor and I are friends. 
Why, then, should I make the pakeha people my enemies 
because these truculent Waikato tribes love to fight ? Is 
not the mana of the man who refused the kingship of all 
Maoriland able to keep you safe ?^ 

But by-and-by the young bloods of the hapu^ who were 
spoiling for a fight, * sniffed the battle firom afar,^ and 
could resist temptation no longer. Large war-parties left 
Taupo to reinforce the Waikatos. 

Again Kerehi suggested that he should leave, but the 
old chief angrily dissuaded him. 

^ Is not my strength as great as of old ?^ €isked Te Heuheu. 
*Is not my hand your protection still? Fear nothing, 
then, from the Maori. You shall be protected as though 
you were my own dear children. Do not be afraid.** 

And because Te Heuheu's word was sufficient bond for 
any man, and because the white man saw that a departure 
at such a time meant total ruin to the work of his life — 
quixotic though that work might seem — he remained. 
But there was another reason. How was a man, hundreds 
of miles from anywhere, and hemmed in on every side by 
marauding bands of warriors, to reach the coast without 
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the help and sanction of the chief who held him in the 
palm of his hand ? 

And now there came news of disaster and retreat, and 
all the fighting-men of Taupo left for the war, and with 
them almost every woman who could carry a musket, and 
the Tcainga contained only old men, little children, and 
mothers with babies at the breast. It would have been 
difficult to collect a dozen strong men in Taupo. 

Again messengers brought tidings of defeat. This time 
it was Te Heuheu^s own men who had been beaten, and 
the old chiers heart was filled with sorrow and remorse, and 
misery filled the kainga, Moreov^, food b^an to run 
short, for in the excitement of making preparations for 
the war, provision for the future had been forgotten. All 
the rua had been emptied of kumara and potatoes for 
the fighting-men, and little or no seed had been planted 
for next year's crop. It was safer for the pakeha to 
remain under Te Heuheu's protection than to set out for 
the coast, but starvation was quickly coming to Taupo, 
and the white man saw that his wife and children stood 
between death firom hunger and death from the Maoris. 

He told Te Heuheu that he must go to the coast to 
fetch food, which he would get the neutral men of Matata 
to bring to Taupo, and with these men as an escort he 
would take his wife and children to a place of safety. 
The old chief approved of the plan, if Kerehi could but 
get safely to Matata. 

So the pakeha set out, leaving his wife and children at 
Pukawa. His l€ist injunction to Te Heuheu was that the 
chief should keep them safe, and the ancient warrior 
answered : 

^ She is my mother ; no man shall hurt a hair of her 
head.' 
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Not long after the idiite man had gone news reached 
the lake of defeat upon defeat, and Te Heohen, whose men 
had of old been all-yictorious, was seized with a sodden 
dread that cuiua — misfortane, doom — had beCEdkn his race. 
He believed the gods had decreed that Ids pec^le should 
be conquered. 

News came of the battle of Orakan, at whidi the 
Maoris were hopetessly defeated, thdr cause ruined. 

llien Te Hoiheu'^s heart lost its li^t; he believed 
himself makuMd beyond all hope, and in a Maori sudi 
a bdief means death. He brooded over his misfor- 
tunes, ate no food— there was little to eat — and lay down 
to die. 

Whilst the old chief thus awaited his fate, the white 
wahme spent most of her time in a canoe with three or 
four of her native girls, foraging for food along the shores 
of the lake. 



m 

Kerehi^s house, built of large blocks of pumice-stone, 
stood outside the jmi. In a cheerful room, decorated with 
polished totara panels and a dado made of the stems of 
the toi'toi reed, which glistened brightly in the firelight, 
the paJceha woman sat anxious and alone. It was evening. 
Presently there was a shuffling in the passage ; the door 
opened, and into the room came Rui, the chiers head wife, 
Horonuku, his nephew, and another man named Horihapi. 
They came silently, with serious looks, and squatted down 
on the floor in front of the fire. 

Horihapi spoke first. He said they had come to their 
^ mother ^ because they loved her, as did all the hapu. He 
spoke of Te Heuheu's love for her. Then he praised the 
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greatness and might of the ancient chief, and Rui burst 
into howls of grief. He enumerated Te Heuheu^s heroic 
deeds, and reviewed the remarkable incidents of his life. 
He said the old man had been bewitched ; aitua^ ill-omen, 
misfortime, had dogged him and the whole tribe. He 
pictured the hopeless misery Te Heuheu had suffered 
when the spirit of death held him in its clutches. Then 
he howled, and Horonuku howled too, and the white 
wahme knew that Te Heuheu, stricken with despair, had 
died broken-hearted, in a manner that Maoris had died 
before, and in which they still die. She realized that she 
and her children had lost their sole protector. He who 
had been the greatest chief in Maoriland, unconquered 
by all who had sought to subdue him, now lay stripped 
of all his fame, his warriors defeated, routed, scattered, his 
mcma sunk to zero, and so his spirit had passed. 

Then Horonuku lifted up his voice in praise of the dead 
chief, extolled his prowess in war, and spoke of his power. 
But, alas ! that was all at an end now, and he, Horonuku, 
was Chief of Taupo instead. His mana was not the mana 
of Te Heuheu. Te Heuheu's little finger was thicker 
than his successor's whole body. The cords of war were 
tightening on the heart of the country ; to the west, in 
the Upper Waikato, the pakeha troops held sway, and were 
driving the Maoris back upon the lake ; at Tauranga, on 
the east coast, the pakeha troops were collected before the 
Gate Pa, with the object of driving their enemies back on 
Rotorua. When these two forces converged at Taupo, 
what would become of the solitary white woman ? When 
the warriors returned from the war, infuriated by their 
defeat, filled with hatred for the pakeha — and they might 
arrive any day now — forgetful of their love for their * white 
mother,' they would murder her and everything with a 
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white skin. He, Horonukii, would be powerless to protect 
her. 

Then Horihapi spoke again. He advised the white 
tcahine to flee to Matata, the nearest place on the coast, 
and there Pito-iwi, the friendly chief of that place, would 
see her shipped to Tauranga or Auckland. 

Rui the widow might with good excuse have been in her 
tchare-pimi^ weeping and wailing and tearing her breast. 
Taking the pakeha woman^s white hand in hers, she 
tenderly stroked it, and said that her dead husband^s 
promise was her promise — she would go to the coast 
with McUa Eerehi, and would try to save h^ life. Tlie 
Maori woman^s sympathy was more practical than the 
men^s. 

To the pakeha woman that night was a night of fear, 
but not of despair; there was no useless shedding of 
tears, no wringing of the hands. She b^an whilst it was 
yet dark to make preparations for flight, and before 
dawn she awakened her children and dressed them for the 
journey. As the first streak of daylight shot over the 
lake she got into her canoe, and with Rui and two other 
Maori women, her six little children, and their pakeha 
governess, pushed off from the shore. 



IV 

Old Pito-iwi stood on the ramparts of his pa at Matata. 
With one hand he shaded his eyes bs he gazed up the 
Awa o te Atua — ^the River of the God ; in the other he 
held his musket. His tattooed fsuse was set and stem ; 
his cartridge-belt was buckled round his waist. 

The men who stood about him were armed too ; for 
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news had come of Urewera war-parties on their way to 
Tauranga to fight the English. 

Pito-iwi himself took no part in the war : he and his 
small hapu stood neutral. But he feared that his attitude 
might rouse the rage of the Ureweras, who, resusci- 
tating some forgotten grievance, might pick a quarrel 
with him and his people. So all his followers were 
standing under arms— some hundred fighting-men of 
Matata. 

Presently the nose of a canoe appeared round the bend 
of the river. Immediately the watchers raised a shout, 
and there was a clenching of teeth, a flashing of eyes, 
and exclamations of determination. 

' One canoe,^ counted Pito-iwi, waiting for the next to 
come in sight. ^ One canoe,^ and still he waited, but no 
more appeared. ^ Who, th^i, are these,^ he asked, ^ who 
come down the river to us?' The canoe drew nearer. 
* They are women,' cried Pito-iwi, * a canoe-load of women 
and children !' 

Soon the canoe touched the shore, and the voyagers 
got out. First came a white woman, bare-headed, bare- 
footed, her skirt rent to ribbons, her naked arms and 
feet torn and bleeding, her hair dishevelled and blowing 
in the breeze. She was the white iohvmgcHs wife, and 
she carried a little child in her arms, and four half-naked 
children clutched at what was left of her skirts. Rui 
carried the sixth picaninny. Then came the two other 
Maori women with the white governess. 

Pito-iwi ran forward, aying, ^E Maia KerehiP and, 
with the tears standing in his eyes, he took the white 
wahmis hands in his. 

She hardly had need to tell the chief her story. With 
war to the north and west, war to the north-east, armed 



284 TALES OF A DYING RACE 

bands of warriors roaming the whole country, when she set 
out, the white woman had had but little hope of reaching 
the coast. Before her had stretched a journey of a hundred 
and thirty miles, most of which had to be travelled over 
rough scoria-country. The sum total of her provisions 
had been a bag of oatmeal and a ^kit^ of potatoes. 
Food was scarce in the deserted villages along the route, 
for they had all been plundered. And, as the children 
were so young, the journey was very slow and the peril 
the greater. 

The children's shoes had soon worn through on the 
rough volcanic rocks over which they had had to scramble ; 
their mother pointed pathetically to their bleeding feet 
and to her own. Two of the children had fallen ill at 
the junction of the Waiotapu and Waikato rivers, and 
there she had been forced to stay for three days, in con- 
stant dread lest at such a frequented spot they should fall 
into the hands of enemies. 

As darkness closed down they had been forced to 
huddle together in some deserted hut oy in the stunted 
scrub, and, fearful of lighting a fire, lest its glare should 
attract some passing band of warriors, and nestling close 
to gain warmth from each other during the chilly night, 
they had longed and longed for the dawn. Frightened to 
cook their food, lest the smoke or glare of a fire should 
attract attention, they had either to travel hungry or eat 
their food raw, except when they could use a hot spring 
for cooking. 

They had passed through the gruesome volcanic country 
of Tarawera, and had threaded their way between boiling 
mud-holes, geysers, and solfataras, by mountains with 
awful craters, through a land fit to be the infernal regions, 
smelling of sulphur vapours and horrible with subter- 
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raneous stenches and steams. And thus, each hour a 
day of suspense, each day a year of weariness, they had 
moved slowly towards Matata and safety. 

Pito-iwi led the white wahme to a hut where her hus- 
band used to store his provisions when they were landed 
from Auckland, before being carried on men^s backs to 
Taupo. 

Here the old chief told Mata Eerehi that her husband 
had gone on to Tauranga for the food that they could not 
give him at Matata. But Pito-iwi assured her that he 
would protect her with the last drop of his blood if need 
be, and send her on to Tauranga or Auckland so soon as 
a craft should put into Matata. Food, such as there was, 
he gave to the famishhig refugees ; but while they were 
eating he went with his men back to the ramparts of the 
pay and watched for the expected Ureweras. 

That night the white waJwae slept so soundly that she 
did not hear at midnight the noise and bustle which 
followed the arrival of a big taua^ or war-party. When the 
fear of death is past, and hope of life has been rekindled, 
it is hard to b^ awakened to a danger even greater than 
that which has been escaped. Such was the awakening of 
MaJta Kerehi next morning. 

A body of Maoris, five hundred strong, had arrived from 
the Urewera country. By diplomatic conduct Pito-iwi had 
averted bloodshed between the tribes, and the newcomers 
were being feasted with all the pigs and humara left in 
Matata. They fed as men who had come through 
villages destitute of food. And the paJceha woman 
remained with her qhildren closely pent up in her 
hut. j 

But when the feast was at its height a little fair-haired 
child ran out of the white wahine's hut and wandered 
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among the feasters. The Urewera who first caught sight 
of the child cried out : 

^ Tamaiti pakeha I — ^a white man^s child !^ 

Quickly the little fellow was picked up and handed 
round from warrior to warrior, till he was set in the middle 
of a ring of strange fierce men, chiefs of the war- 
party. 

Now was the time for old Pito-iwi to show his courage. 
He came forward respectfully to where the fighting-men 
were seated by their scores upon the ground; he came 
almost diffidently. He spoke softly and slowly to the 
chiefs of Urewera : 

^ That child you hold there is the son of my pakeha^ Te 
Kerehi, and my word has been given that not a yellow hair 
of his small head shall be injured. Hear me, men of 
Urewera : let no blood be shed over so small a matter, 
but restore the child to me, and feast till all the food in 
Matata is eaten.^ 

Some shouted one thing in reply, some another, and the 
whole pa was soon in an uproar. When the noise w€is 
at its height the white wahine appeared at the door 
of her hut and called to her child. He, hearing his 
mother^s voice above the din, struggled to get to her, 
but the man who held him only laughed at his puny 
attempts. 

Then Pito-iwi^s bearing changed, and the savage in him 
came to the top. Stepping forward, he so menaced the 
Urewera who was holding the child that the man dropped 
the little fellow in a hurry, and Pito-iwi, calling a woman 
to him, sent the picaninny to his mother. 

When the Ureweras saw the white woman they cried 
^ut that she and her brood must die. 

TTien Pito-iwi made an oration. He told them that this 
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woman was the wife of his pakeha^ and was left in his 
keeping ; how she and her husband had done nothing but 
good to the Maoris ; how they were tohunga (holy people), 
who had never meddled in affairs of blood ; that they had 
always treated the people of Matata kindly, and had made 
them many presents ; how the white wahi/ne was a great 
healer of diseases, and had cured many of his people when 
they were ill ; Jiow he had given his word that he would 
protect her, and would do so — ^with his life. He told 
them how Te Heuheu had e^ttended her his protection, 
and that if the Taupo tribes heard of any harm happening 
to her, trouble would come to Urewera. But at this his 
hearers laughed, and reminded Pito-iwi that Te Heuheu 
was dead. 

Then a Urewera chief stood up, and called to mind the 
deed of wm^pakeha men who had landed at Opotiki, and 
had gone inland and shot a man of his tribe. He 
demanded utu for that man^s death; the white woman 
would do very well for the purpose. 

^ Bah !' cried Rto-iwi, * I thought you Ureweras were 
brave. Then go to Tauranga, and take your utu from the 
soldiers there — they will be glad to meet you — but do not 
kill a weak woman.^ That taunt raised the uproar to its 
height, and the war-party broke up the feast and stood 
under arms. 

Then Pito-iwi took his musket and called his men 
around him ; but they were overmatched and frightened, 
and huddled together in a formless mass in one comer of 
the marae^ and listened in fear to the chief of the war- 
party addressing his men. 

While this harangue was being made Fito-iwi went and 
stood in the doorway of the white woman^s hut. The man 
who would Jcill her must pass over his dead body. But 
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when he turned to confront his foes there was not an 
Urewera in sight. 

Presently tiie head of a close column comes round a 
group of huts at one side of the mwraey the open space in 
the middle of the pa. These are the Urewera men coming 
back. All are stooping as they come on at a slow doable, 
and in time to their falling feet are gasping malevolently, 
* Hu ! — ^hu ! — ^hu ! — ^hu ! — ^hu ! — ^hu !' As soon as the entire 
column is in the marm^ the fleetest-footed man of the tribe 
breaks from the ranks and runs ahead of the column. He 
comes on, shouting, and brandishing a light spear. As 
this man, the wero^ advances, the column suddenly becomes 
motionless. Not a sound is heard save the deejj^ breathing 
of excited men and the thud of the wercfs feet. Twenty 
paces from Pito-iwi he halts and performs repulsive antics. 
Then he hurls his spear straight at the old chief standing 
in the doorway. It misses its mark and breaks into a 
dozen splinters on the lintel. At this the Matata men 
raise a shout, and the wero turns and rushes back to his 
comrades. Pito-iwi covers him with his musket; he is 
about to fire, when there is another shout — ^the wero has 
stumbled, falls, sprawls along the ground. 

The Ureweras seem immediately struck with some sort 
of indecision, and show signs of breaking their formation, 
when a tall, tattooed warrior springs from their ranks and 
pl€u;es himself at their head. Three times this man gives 
a diabolical yell, and to each they respond with a deep, 
gasping sigh. It means they are going to dance their war- 
dance. Hie leader shouts out the opening words of a 
war-song, and his followers become electrified 4nd leap into 
the air. Then breaks from five hundred throats the 
raucous chorus, and the serried lines of warriors gesticulate 
and stamp in time to the words, till the ground shakes as 
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though moved by an earthquake. The whole tatia leaps 
as one man, and the thud of their thousand feet is like 
thunder. Again the chorus is roared out, and the naked 
warriors grimace and contort themselves till they look like 
devils let loose. 

Within the frail walls of her hut the white wahine 
trembles as she sees through the window this awful devil- 
dance. Her children, almost demented with fear, cling 
screaming to her tattered skirts, and she stands with 
blanched face and quaking limbs expecting each moment 
that the threatening lines of hideous savages will rush on 
her. The noise is absolutely deafening, and the fiiry of 
the dancers is so beast-like that the miserable woman 
crouches down in fear by the side of the poor distracted 
governess, and clasps her little children to her in despair. 
But the brave old chief stands motionless outside her door, 
his teeth clenched, his face set like a flint, his weapon 
ready. 

The dense mass of savages lash themselves into even 
greater fiiry. The height of the dance seems reached, 
when suddenly another man breaks from the maddened 
ranks of the tatm and rushes to the head of the column, 
which he faces. Immediately all is hushed and still ; all 
the Ureweras are kneeling on the right knee, with the 
butts of their muskets grounded and the muzzles sloping 
forward. The time has come for the thing to be settled, 
and the gasping excitement of the warriors, though partly 
suppressed, shows what fearful energy they are keeping in 
check. If at the command of this new leader their fury 
break out, then Matata will be deluged with blood. There 
will not be the smallest hope for the pakeha women and 
children. When every ear is straining to catch his words, 
this chief says : 
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' What afe these gods that protect Pito-iwi, that those 
who defy him &U flat cm their fiuxs ? Why did the spear 
of the wero ^linter itself <m the door ? Why did the 
tfftro himself tumble down ? Yoa camiot answer ? It is 
a bad omen ! Some miseen power watches oygt this white 
wahme. She is protected by her gods, and her gods are 
str onger than ours ; and the same Aiua that watches over 
her is over Matata. This matter is decided — ^there is 
nothing mcne to be done. Heed my speedi, or some grave 
calamity will befidl Urewera.^ 

Thai the leader of the war-dance, the great singer who 
had roared out the war-scmg, rushes about before his men, 
diouting: 

* There shall be no bloodshed ; there shall be peace, there 
shall be peace. Let that peace last for ever/ 

Next a Matata warrior rushes forward and shouts to his 
men, who have now formed themselves into some semblance 
of order around Pito-iwi : 

^Yes, there is peace between Matata and Urewera. 
Peace is made — ^peace is made !^ 

At a given si^ial both companies break their ranks, and 
Pito-iwi Alters the white woman^s hut, where she lies 
swooning on the ground. There \b water in the hut, and 
with this the old man restores her to her senses. Then he 
tells her that the danger is past, herself safe, h^ children 
spared. Taking his rough brown hand in hers, she thanks 
him again and again for his bravery as tears of joy dim 
her sight ; but, looking into her face with doglike affec- 
tion, he says : 

^ E wJiaCf do not thank me. It was the Jtua who saved 
you.' 
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The room was brilliantly lighted ; the table was laid out 
with all the silverware and cut-glass of the proconsul, 
who was noted as much for his good taste as for his 
statecraft ; flowers and ferns decorated both the table and 
the room. 

Twelve guests sat round the table. A cleric had said 
grace, a Lieutenant-Greneral had monopolized the con- 
versation during the soup, and when the fish was put on 
the table a learned philologist had tried to get a hearing 
for his Aryan-Maori theory, which the Governor annihi- 
lated in three terse sentences. 

^ Awh, yes,^ said a naval officer, sitting near the hostess, 
^most interesting people, ^m sure, but abominably bar- 
barous.*^ 

' My dear Captain,^ said a lady opposite him, ^ it^s not 
^^Jhshion to impeach Maori civilization.'^ 

^No, shouldn^t think of such a thing,^ he answered; 
^ but can^t see how we can be expected to love ^em when 
we have to fight 'em.' 

* But you'll acknowledge they're a brave people ?' inter- 
posed a Grovemment official, who had something to do 
with Lands and Surveys. 

* Yes, after the manner of a baited bull — ^they've got 
to fight or be exterminated,' said the naval man, which 
showed how little he knew about it. ^But as for a 
chivalrous sense of honour, or unselfish bravery — pooh! 
the thing's absurd.' 

^I hope you don't include aU Maoris in your con- 
demnation,' said the lady sitting at the Grovemor's right 
hand. 

Her face was rather pale and thin, but her smile and 

16 
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the brightness of her manner showed that she was enjoying 
herself immensely. 

' Captain Howard, you don'^t answer,^ said the lady who 
had spoken first. 

*Dotft agree — donH: agree with you, Howard,' said a 
voice fix)m the Grovemor's left. *When the Albatross 
was in the Bay of Plenty '' 

' You mean before the taking of the Gate Pa, Captain 
Franklyn ?' interposed the Governor. 

^ Precisely. Howard was down on the Whanganui with 
his flat-bottomed gunboat, so he wouldnH: know. The 
Albatross was lying in Tauranga Harbour, when one day 
there came alongside a canoe with refugees — a white 
woman with her children and a nurse or attendant. I 
never saw a woman in such a plight. SheM hardly a rag 
to her back. Dress ? There was hardly enough of it to 
hang together — it was in ribbons. Her feet and hands 
were cut and torn, and looked as if they had been 
scarified ; ' no hat ; hair all tangled about her face and 
down her back. Your Excellency, she looked like a wild 
woman ; and the children — ^there were five or six of them 
— ^they had little more clothes between "^em than you could 
make out of this serviette. The nurse seemed in a dazed 
condition— evidently had had a rough time. When I 
came on deck they were all huddled together, and talked 
— talked nothing but Maori. There were three Maori 
women with them — heroines, your Excellency. They^ 
stuck to that white woman and her children through 
thick and thin. Gad! they were Amazons. When I 
spoke to the woman, she answered in as good English 
as they speak in Park Lane. But she hadn^t much to say 
about herself; was full of an old Matata chief called — I 
forget his name. It was — ^no, I can^t remember.' 
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* Did you say he was Chief of MatataP' asked the lady 
who sat at the Grovemor's right. 

' Yes, a chief, certainly,^ said Captain Franklyn. 

*Then perhaps it was Pito-iwi,' said the lady to the 
Governor. ' He's the Chief of Matata.' 

^Pito-iwi? I dare say it was,' said the naval man. 
• Now, Howard, here's my point '* 

* Let me see,' said the Governor. * Pito-iwi ? — ^the — ^ah — 
umbilicus, the centre, the strength of the tribe. Which 
bone, I wonder ?' 

His Excellency was a man of research and resource. 

*Now, Howard,' said Captain Franklyn, * here's my 
point. Alone, deserted by his men, that old savage had 
stood up against five hundred Ureweras, and defied the 
lot to kill her. She told me so herself. He had placed 
himself in the doorway of her hut, and dared them to 
come on; he told them the man who would harm her 
must pass over his dead body. And, by Gad, sir! he 
gained the day. He acted like a Trojan.' 

^ And the lady,' asked the Governor — * do you remember 
what her name was P' 

There was a twinkle in the gubernatorial eye. 

*Your Excellency, the ship was full of fugitives. I 
couldn't tell you her name without referring to the log . 
it's all set down there. But about the Maori women! 
They fairly worshipped that white woman, and when I 
ordered them over the side it was worse than a ttmgi. 
They cried fit to break your heart, and hugged her and 
the children as if they couldn't let 'em go. But there 
was some excuse ; they'd saved that woman's life ; they'd 
brought her to the coast from Taupo, through a country 
alive with rebels, and all because — ^because, Howard, they 
were barbarous savages.' 

16— « 
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And the sailor suddenly ceased, and gave his attention 
to his plate. 

^ Could you remember what the Maori women called 
her ? asked the Grovemor. 

* Give me one minute,^ said Captain Pranklyn. * Yes, 
one of them — ^the youngest Maori woman — called her 
something ; dear me ! I can never remember these Maori 
names. Anyhow, it began with a K.^ 

* Could it have been Kerehi?' suggested the lady by 
the Governor. 

^ Madam, I have to thank you for reminding me,*" said 
the Captain. * That was the name. A friend of yours, 
I presume ?^ 

The Governor laughed a low, rippling laugh. 

^ I think there ought to be some sort of explanation,^ 
he said. 

Then he lightly touched the lady^s hand, and spoke to 
her in Maori. 

* Oh, certainly, I should be pleased,** she said, laughing. 

* It ought to have been done before," said the Governor ; 
^ but you must accept my apologies. Captain Franklyn, 
allow me to present you to McUa Eerehi herself." 

And the entire table forgot its dinner for fully five 
minutes. 

'But, your Excellency,^ said the cleric who had said 
grace, ' Pito-iwi is here in Auckland. He is one of the 
prisoners who have been brought up from the Bay of 
Plenty to be executed." 

* Now that the matter is brought to your Excellency's 
notice," said Mata Eerehi (the cleric was her husband), 
* I hope you will see your way to liberate Pito-iwi, and 
send him back to his tribe." 

'My dear madam, what am I here for?" said the 
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Grovemor. *What^s the use of being an ornamental 

figure-head to the Government if I cannot sometimes 

But we shall see — we shall see.' 

*0h, thank you,' excJaimed Mata Kerehi. She knew 
the thing would be managed with as little red-tape as 
possible, and that, if it were needed, Pito-iwi would 
receive compensation for losses. So there is some use in 
having Governors, after all, if they are men of that 
proconsul's mould. 'Pito-iwi was no rebel,' she said. 
* And it is quite true — ^but for him I should not be alive 
and sitting at this table.' 

And to press the hypothesis a little further, but for 
Pito-iwi this book would never have been written. 

* Perhaps,' I fancy I hear a cynic sneer, *it had been 
better so.' 

Kerehi is the Maori for the surname on the title-page 
— K for G, and three syllables for one. It may be a weak 
attempt at nomenclature; but that is beside the mark. 
There was, however, nothing weak about Pito-iwi. K he 
had been a coward, if he had not been an honest 

ex-cannibal of his word, if There's 'much virtue 

mif.' 

But perhaps enough has been said to save the bones of 
Pito-iwi from lying in oblivion. 



GLOSSARY 

In prononnoing Maori words, single yowels are giyen their full 
yalae. Thus, the name Hone possesses two syllables ; Onetea, four 
syllablee — 0-ne-te-a ; herehere^ four — he-re-he-re. There is no such 
thing as a true diphthong. Where two yowels come together, 
each is distinctly heard, though more or less coalescing. Thus, in 
the word Maori it is not correct to convert the 'ao' into 'ou,' as 
in the English word house, the <a' possessing a broad sound, tod 
the *o ' being distinctly heard. 

* A ' may generally be said to be pronounced as in the English 
exclamation *ahr though there are important exceptions; *e' is 
pronounced somewhat after the fashion of the final 'e' in the 
French word f elicits ; 4* sometimes as our <ee' in proceed, at 
others as in tiie English word jpin; * o' as in the English verb 
oioe ; * u * as ' 00 ' in cuckoo. 

And as for accent, in dissyllables the emphasis is usually 
divided, in trisyllables the antepenultimate is usually accented ; 
but in regard to polysyllabic words, such as kurumatarerehu or 
wJiakapungenengene, may his gods help ihepakeha t 

Aituay misfortune, ill-omen, trouble, fate. 
Atua, god ; also G-od. 
Haere, come, go, depart. 

Hiiere mai ki te moi: translated freely, *come along to bed.' 
Hakihaki, a skin disease. 
Herehere, a slave, captive, prisoner. 
He tangata rangaiira^ a man of high birth. 
Ingarangi, England. 
Iriiringa, baptism. 
KahUf a hawk — Oircus Gouldii, 

Kaitaka, mat for wearing, made of fine flax with an ornamental 
border. 
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Kaha, an edible parrot — Nestor producUu. 

KahahUf a finely- woven flax garment. 

KcUnga, an unfortified village. 

Ka nui taku hia-moe: translated freely, 'I am very sleepy'; lit., 
* Very great is my sleep- want' 

Kangay a cnrse. 

Ka pat, ' it is good.' 

Earakia : primarily, an incantation ; secondarily, a religion. 

Karoro, a sea-gull — Larus arUipodum, 

Katipo, a poisonous spider, found not far above high- water mark. 

Kauhoa : primarily, a litter ; secondarily, a bier. 

KatUa, a cooking-shed. 

Kaioahawaf a shrub — Piper excdsum, 

Kia hohara ! 'make haste T * be quick I' 

Kia tata a% M te wahi toahie, 'in order to be near the firewood.' 

Kohva, a big iron cooking-pot. 

Eopapa, a small canoe. 

KorerOf talk, speech, conversation. 

Korero taraj a love-story, a fiction, a cock-and-bull story. 

Koromihoy a shrub — Veronica salkifoUa, 

Korotoai, a fiax cloak, ornamented with black twisted thrums. 

Kuahay a migratory bird which frequents the beaches and mud- 
flats. 

Kuhu, a mussel ; also a pigeon. 

Kumara, a sweet potato— Jjponuva hataku, 

Muhutu, witchcraft, evil-eye. 

Mana, prestige, influence, authority. 

Manuka, a shrub which often grows into a tree— I/<;pto«p^miim 
Bcoparium, 

Marae^ the open space in the middle of hpa, 

Marenatanga, Maori form of the word * marriage.' 

Maro, girdle or apron worn by girls and women. 

Mata Wiria, * Mother Wiria,' mata being an attempt to pronounce 
the word * mother.' 

Merehara, miracle. 

Mxhinoire, missionary. 

Pa, a fortified village, sometimes of large dimensions. 

Paepaeroa, mat for wearing, with a very broad ornamental border. 

Pakeha, a foreigner, an outlander. 

PakeTia-maori, a white man who has adopted the Maori manner 
of living. 
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Piupiu, a garment consisting of a belt of flax, from which strands 

of flax fandangle to the knee. 
Puhipuhij the feather and flax ornamentation at the stem and 

stem of a canoe. 
PohutukauHi, a tree — Metrosideros tomentosa, 
Powhirif to wave, whisk, whirl ; hence applied to the method of 

greeting welcome guests. 
Pouri, dark, sad, almost ill with grief. 
PukapuJea, Maori form of the word ' book.' 
PuJceko, the bine swamp-bird. 
Pukupuhu^ a dose-woven flax garment, supposed to be impervious 

to a spear-thrust. 
Pupu, a shell-fish. 
Puwha, an edible thistle. 

RcmgatirOy a chief (male or female), an aristocrat. 
Eata^ a parasitic tree which bears bunches of red flowers — Metro- 
sideros rohusta. 
Raupoy a bulrush — Typha cmgusUfolia* 
Ritenga, custom, practice. 
Riwaif the common or garden potato. 
Taipo^ an apparition, such as is described in the tale 'Earepa*s 

Taipo.' 
Tangata-tapu, holy men, saints. 
Tangi, a lamentation and weeping. 

Tangohangat a marriage ; feast given on the occasion of a marriage. 
Taniwha : refer to the story of ' The Tohunga and the Taniwha.' 
Taonga, property, goods. 
Tapti, tabu ; under religious or superstitious restriction, sacred, 

too holy to touch. 
Taputapu, goods, appliances belonging to a particular person. 
Taurekareha, a scoundrel, a man who is everything that is bad. 
Tiki, a greenstone ornament suspended from the neck. 
Ti'palra, commonly known as the cabbage tree ; it is very beautiful 

in its earlier stages of growth. 
Toetoe (a word of four syllables, please), a grass which is not unlike 

the pampas. 
Tohunga^ a wizard, a priest, a man skilled in sorcery and acquainted 

with the unseen world. 
WoMne^ a woman. 

Wahine aUwhva, a beautiful woman. 
Wdhine makutu^ a witch. 
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Wahtne nut, a great woman, a woman of great mana. 

Waiata, a song. 

Wat pirOy the Maori for spiritnons liquors of all kinds ; lit, 

'stinking water.' 
Wairua, the other kind of spirit — that goes to Purgatory. 
Wairuchkino, an evil spirit, such as will torment the second kind i 

of spirit which the first kind sent to Purgatory. 
Wat tapUf holy water. 
Whare, a house, a hut, a shed. 
Whare-karaJdat lit., * house of prayer,* a church. 
Whare-puni, a sleeping-house, in contradistinction to a whare- 

runanga, or house of assembly. 

The singular and plural of Maori nouns are distinguished by 
certain prefixes ; thus, he tangaiat a man ; nga tangata, men, or 
the men. Substantives are not inflected; therefore in using 
Maori substantiyes in English composition it is incorrect to add 
*&' to form their plurals, as so many Maoriland writers do. 
Talking of the humara, either one sweet potato or many may be 
indicated ; the number must be determined by the context But 
to speak of the humaroi is to use a mongrel word which would 
make a Maori scholar shudder with horror. 



THE END 
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The Evolationist at Idtrge. | Moorland I dylls. 

Post-Prandial Philosophy. Crown 8vo, art linen, y. &/. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3X. 6ii, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 



Babylon. Z3 lUustrations. 
Strange Stories. 
The Beokoning Hand. 
For Maimie*s Sake* 
Philistia. 
In all Shades. 



The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Tents of Shem. 
The Great Taboo. 
Dumaresq'e Daughter* 
Under Sealed Ordare. 



The Duchess of Povysland. 
Blood Royal. 
Ivan Great's Masterpiece. 
The Scallywag. 24 lUusts. 
At Market YaJue. 



Dr. Palllser'g Patient. Fcap. 8vo. doth boards, ij. 6ii. 



Anderson (Mary).— Othello's Qpcupation. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6i. 
Antrobus (C. L*), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

duality Comex • " • 
irildersmoor. 



Quality Corner I AStudy of Remorse". 

wii- 



Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by. 

The Wonderful Adventures of Phra the Phoenician. Crown Svo, doth extra, with la 

Illustrations by H. M. PAGET, jf. 6rf. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. 
The Constable of St. Nicholas, with Frontispiece by S. L. Wood. Crown 8vo, doth, y . 6.f . 

Artemus Ward's Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, y. 6rf.— Also a POPULAR EDITION post Svo, picture boards. 9s. 

Ashton (John), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

Humoor. Wit, and Satire of tne Seventeenth Century, with 8a Illustrations. 
English Caricature and Satire on Hapoleon the First. With 1x5 Illustrations. 

Social Lif^ la tht Reign of Queen Anne* With 85 illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, y, 6d. 

Crown 8vo, doth, gilt top. 6s. each. 
Social Life under the Regency. With 90 Illustrations. 
Plorlsel'S Folly t The Story of George IV. With Photograrure Frontispiece and 1 2 Illustrations. 

Bacteria, Yeast Fungi, and Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 

W. B. CROVB B.A. With SyTUustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 



i CHATTO 6l WINDUS, Publtohen, m St MarUn*i Ume, London, W.C. 
Bardsley (Rev. Q Wareing, M.A.), Works by. 

English Surnames { Their Sources and Significations. Crown 8vo, cloth, ys, 6d. 
_ Curiosities of Pu ritan Homen clat6 re« Crowm 8yo. cloth. 3/. 6d. 

Baring Gould (Sabine, Author of 'John Herring,' &c.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra. 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, ar. each. 
B<d Bpider. 1 I By. 

Barr (Robert: Luke Sharp), Stories by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6<i. each. 

In a Steamer Chair. With FronUspiece and Vigpette by Demain Hammond. 

From Whosb Bourne, &c. With 47 lUiistraUoos by Hal Hurst and others. 

Beventfe I With la lUustraUons by Lajicblot Speed and others. , 

A Woman Intervenes. Wi th 8 lUustrations by Hal Hu rst. 

The Unchangintf Bast X Notes on a Visit to the Farther Edge of the Mediterranean. With • 

Frontispiece. Crown 8to. doth, eilt top, 6s, 
The AdventuMS of a Merry Monaroh* With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doih. gik 

top, 6s , ■ [Sho rll}/ 

Barrett (Frank), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx, each; cloth, aj. &/.each. 



The Bin of Oltfa Zassoullch. 
Between Life and Death. 
Folly Morrison. | Uonett Davli. 
Little Lady Linton. 
A Prodltfai'B Protfrest. 



John Ford; and His HelpmAtO. 
A Recoillnit Vengeance. 
Lient. Barnabas. | Found Gollty. 
For Love and Honour. 



Crown 8ro. doth, 3;. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards. 21- each ; cloth limp, ax. 6d. each. 
Fettered for Life. I The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. | The Harding Scandal 
A Missing Witness. With 8 lUiAtrations by W. H. MARt.E TSON. 
Crown 8vo, doth. %s. 6rf. each. 

Under a Strange Mask. With 19 Iliusts. by E. F. brewtnall. | Wa> Bhe Justifled 7 

Barrett (Joan).— Monte Carlo Stories. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 15. td, 
Besant (Sir Walter) and James Rice, Novels by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, %s. 6d. each ; post dvo. illustrated boards, sf. each; cloth Ibnp, &r. 6d, each. 

Beady-Money Mortiboy.i The Golden Butterfly. I The Seamy Side. 

My Little Girl. The Monks of Thelema. The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 

with Harp and Crown. By Celia'a Arbour. 'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay* 

This Son of Yoloan. I The Chaplain of the Fleet. I The Ten Years' Tenant. 

*«* There are also Library Editions of a3 the above, exccptutg Beady-Money Mortiboy and 

The Golden Butterfly, handsomely set in new type on a large crown 8vo page, and bound iu cloth 

extra, 6f.each; and POPULAR EDITIONS of The Golden Butterfly and of The Orange GirL 

medium 8yo.6rf. each ; and of All Sorts and Conditions of Men, medium 8vo. 6rf. ; cloth, ts. 

Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by. 

Cr^j^Ti Bvo. cl^i'h putr-i, jr. dJ, each ; pLv:t 3'/u, lUuitr^t^ boardSj lit, eflth r doth limp, ax. 6d. each. 
All BortsaridCandltlDnB of ivisn, ^VL:^ lalllv^tratifHiibyFKt^b, Barnard. 
'X tie Ca pc ulna" R nom , & -, w i i u r r. nv, ; ,■, , i p z^ l>y E. J. W he E leji. 

Dofathy ForMter* W'ixh rroiiUipEertj bj CIIARLE3 GREiEN, 

Uncle /ackt :.<i'i other StDrit^s. \ CbtJdvfln of Glbeon. 

The Wi>rJd Went Very Well Tfaon^ W'nh la lHuitraUons by A. Forestibr. 

Herr Pa^ulami Uh Kit?, 1l[$ OTtrntnc^, attd hk i-oli, | The Bnll of St. Paul*tt 

For F&lth and PrefldaiBHi With llldstiAij^ns tiy A- Pdef.f;tier and r\ Waddv. 

To Call Her Hlna, ^r, Wilh 9 illustrations by A. I'ORESTlIiR, 

The Mol? Rose, &^ with FrGnti-spiei:? by F. BAili!tfARD. 

Armoret of LyonGBSQ 3 a R.nTn3,ni:e af To-d^iy. Wit!a u IUust]9.tiDii!! b^F. Barkard. 

St. RatheMne fl hy ills To w^r. AViih la HLu'sirrniions by C, Grkev, 

Vailjena c&TnelUa Stflphana^ls. <Vc. vvitli .1 Frotif '^ pEtcv by Gordon Brownb. 

Tha IiroTV Cata. I The Rehal Queeri*, 

Beyond the Urc^ame of A¥d.i<idb» Wn1i r-j ULu^ir:^[LDn!;by W. H. Hvdi!. 

In t>eaaon's Order 5« ic^ Uiili IrtintispScce by A. FoRnsTJaR. J The Bavolt of Man. 

Tbe Wastflr Crafts man, I Tha C ity QApflfJtf*.,, 

C^^ll^-[l «vs^ flothn 1J. 61^. each, 

A Fanntain Sealed* \ T he Chanjenntf, | Thi FoutUi GsnavatloB. 

Crown Svo, cloili, j:Eh top, fir, ^ach* 
Th* OrKntfa Clrln IVtth a lUustrations by V. PiiCRAM:, 
Tfao l^iady ol Lynn* ^Vith ti I Lluatrntl orn b y C. jJEifA tN^H AU MQira. 
The Char-m, nr.d nthcr Drnwin^-rnnm nAj-s. Cv TAt WALTER B EISA NT aad WALTER H. POLLOCK 

v:\v ■.."■ -•.■■■.;^- ' v-rr-^T' iT ^:-----;i? .-,... t; — r: .,^.)^^K Crr^ini 8vo. doth, gilt edges, 6x. 

tJ :....-.■ ^-^ .: - . . . ■ .■, -. : .. .. ... ,^.\..: ..,,■. :,„■ .v.-.. . , .... i^-^^j^rs Novel?, y. 6d. 

Fifty Years Atfo. With 144 illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. 

The Bulotfy of Richard Jeir«rie8« With Portrait. Crown 8vo. doth, 6r. 

Itondon. with 125 illustrations. Demy 8vo, doth, 7J. 6<;. 

Westminster, with an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E..and 130 IHustratlons by 

WILLIAM Patten and others. Library Edition, demy 8to, doth jflt and ^It top, i8f.; 

POPULAR Edition, demy 8vo. doth. 7j.6rf. «* f. * .. 

Bonth London. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E., and 118 Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo, cloth jrilt and gilt top, 18*. : Popular Edition, demy 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Bait liondon. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. Walker, and ss lUustrations by PHIL 

MAY, L. RAVEN HILL, and JOSEPH PENNELL. Demy 8vo, cloth. t8x. 
Jerusalem : The City of Herod and Saladin. By WALTER liHS ANT and E. H. PALMER. Fourth 
.. ^i^'2."' J'XJi.^^rf J' Chapter, a Map. and xi Illustrations. Small demy 8vo, cloth, 7*. 6d. 
Sir Rlohard Whittinifton. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. art linen, 3*. WL 
Oaspard de OoH^ny. With a Portrait. Crown 8to, art linen, 3*. 6* 



CHATTO & WINDU5, PubHsheM, it I St. MarUn's Lane, London. W.C. 3 
Beacoiisfield, Lord. By T. P. O'Connor. M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. 
Bechstein (Ludwig). — As Pretty as Seven, and other. German 

Stories. With Additional Tales by the Brothers GRIMftI, and 98 Illustrations by RlCHTBR. Square 
8vo, clot h extra. 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, js. 6d. 

Bellew (Frank). —The Art of Amusing:: A Collection of Graceful 

Arts, Games, Tricks. Puzzles, and Charades. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra. 4.f. 6d. 

Bennett (W. C, LL. P.). —Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp. 25. 
Bewick (Tiiomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dobson. With 95 

Illustrations. Square 8vo, cjoth ^xtra. y. 6d. 

Bierce (Ambrose).— In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 

Civilians. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus trated boards, sj. 

Bill Nye's Comic History of the United States. With 146 Illus- 

trations by F. QPPER. Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Bindloss (Harold), Novels by. 

Alnslle's Ja- Ju : A Romance of the Hinterland. Crown Svo, cloth, y . 6d, 

A Bower of Wheat. Crown 8to. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Blackburn's (Hennr) Art Handbooks. 



Academy Notes. 1901. soo Illustrations. 
Academy Notes* 1875-79* Complete in 

One Vol.. wl!h 6oo Illustrations. Cloth, 6s. 
Academy Notes, 1890-94. Complete In 

One Vol., with 800 Illustrations. Cloth, 7s. 6rf. 
Academy Notes, 1895-99. Complete in 

One Vol.,with 800 Illustratioas. Cloth, 6s. 
OvosYenop Notes. Vol. I.. 1877-82. With 

300 Illustn^ons. Demy 8vo, cloth 6s. 
Ovosvenov NoteB.Vol II.. 1883-87. AVUh 

300 IllustraUont. Demy 8vo, clothjjjj 



GroBvanov Notas. Vol. III., 1888-90. \Mih 

330 Illustrations. Demy Svo cloth, y. 6</. 
The New Gallery, 1888-1892. With 250 

Illustrations. Demy 8vo. cloth, 6s. 
Entfltah Plctnrea at the National Gallery. 

With XZ4 Illustrations, is. 
Old Masters at the National GaUery. 

With ia8 Illustrations, is. 6rf. 
Illustrated Catalotfue to the National 

G allery. WiUi 243 lUusts. Demy Svo, cloth, y. 



Illpstrated Catalo<ae of the Paris SaJon. 1901. With 400 Illustrations. Demy Svo. y. 

Bodkin (M. McD., Q.C.).— Dora Myrl, the. Lady Detective. 

Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6<f. 

Bourget (Paul).— A Living Lie. Translated by John db Villiers. 

With special Preface for the EngHih Edition. Crown 8vo. dpth, y. 6A 

Bourne (H. R. Pox), Books by. 

BngUsh Merchants : Memoirs in lUustntion of Uie Progiess of Briti&h Commerce. With 33 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6rf. 
English Newspapers 1 Chapters in tiie History ofTonmaHsm. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, sy. 
The other Side of the Bmin Pasha Relief Bxpedltton. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Boyd.— A: Versailles Christmas-tide. By Mary Stuart Boyd. With 

5a Illustrations by A. S. BOYP. Fcap. 4to. doth gilt and gilt top, 6s, [Sh«rtly . 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post Svo, illustrated bds., 2;. each. 

Chronicles of No-Mkh's Land. I Camp Notes. | Saya<e Mfe. 

Brand (John).— Observations on Popular Antiouities; chiefly 

illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremoides, and Superstitions. With the Additions of Sit 
Henry Ellis. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d. 

Brayshaw (J. Dodsworth).--51uni Silhouettes: Stories of London 

Life. >Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d, 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. 

The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names In lietloB. Allaslonst Referenees, 
Proverbs* Plots* Stories* and Poems. Together with an English and A&ibrican 
Bibliography, and a List of the Authors and Dates of Dramas and operas. A 
New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown Sro. doth. -js. 6el. 

A Dictionary of Miracles » Imitative. ReaUatic. and Dogmatic. Crown Svo, cloth, y. &f. 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 45. 6d, each. 

More Worlds than One l Creed of the PhilMopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science t Galileo. Tycho Brahb, and Kbplbr. With Portraits. 
liCtters on NaturaKMaglc. Witli numerous Illustration s. 

Brillat-Sdvarin.—- Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 

R. E. Anderson. M.A» Post Svo, half-bound, ar. ^ ^ 

Bryden (H. A.) .—An Exiled Scot: A Romance. With a Frontis- 

piece, by J. S. CroMPT<^. R.L Crown 8vo. doth, 6s. »______ 

dig:es.- (Harold) .—Uncle Sam at Home, With 91 Illustrations. 

•to« flhuuated boar<u. u. i doth Bmp, ut. 6d. 



B,^ 



4 CHATTO & WIN DUS, Publishers, lit St, MafMn'a Unc, London, W.C. 

Buchanan (Robert), Poems and Novels by. 

Tho Complete Poetical Works of Robert Baohanan. a voli., crown Bro. buckraui, with 
Portrait Frontispiece to each vol ume, 13s. ,__^ 

Crown 8to, doth, 6s. each. 
Tho Devirs CaM 1 a Bank Holiday Jnteriude. Witn 6 lUustratlons. 
The Barthqaake: or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 
The Wandering Jew > a Chri stmas Carol. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 
The Oatetutt t a Rhyme for the Time. 
The Ballad of Mmxj the M othey ; a Chtfatmas Carol. 
Bt« Abe and his Bavon gjyee* Crown svo, cloth, 2j. 6./. 



Crown Bto, doth, 3*. 6d. each ; post 8ro, illustrated boards, «. each. 
The Shadow of the Bword. . Iiove Me for Bver. With rrontispiece. 

" " " Annan Water. | Foxijlove Kanor. 

The New Abelard. I Rachel Dene. 



A ChUd of Nature, with FronHspI^ce. 
God and the Man. With iz Illustrations by 



I<ady Kllpatrlck. TFred. Barnard. 
The Mii^yrdom of Madeline. With 
Frontispiece by A. W. COOPER. 



Matt t A Story of a Caravan. Willi l"ront;siv>; ?. 

The Master of the Mine, wuh Frn:>ti <.ic>< e. 
The Heir of Itinne. ( Woman and the nan. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, y. (ki. each. 

Red and White Heather. \ Androm eda t An idyll of the Great River. 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan and IIknry Murray. Crown 8vo, cloth, with a 

Frontispiece byT. H. Robinson, 3?. 6(i. ; post 8vo, pict ure boards, j.r. 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 
tions of the Quotations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 
Melancholy Anatomised » An Abridgment of BURTON'S Anatomy. Post g»o. half-cl., g r. M. 

Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. ; post 

8vo. illustrated lx>ards, 2S. each ; cloth limp, 2x. &/. each. 

The Bh&dow of a Crime. I A Son of Hfugar. I The Deemster. 

Also Library Editions of The Deemster and The Shadow of a Crime, set in new type, 
crown 8vo, and bound uinforra with The Christian* 6s. each; and Chh.\p Popular EDiriONS ol 
The Deemster. The Shadow of a Crime* and A Bon of Hagar. medium Sro, portrait-cover, 
6rf. each. . 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).— The Cruise of the * Black 

Prince' Prtyateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, ax. 

Canada (Greater) : The Past, Present, and Future of the Canadian 

North»West. Byji. B. 06B0RN, B. A. With a Map. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s.,6d. 

Caiitain Coignet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 

Edited by LgHedan LAKCHBY. Translated by Mrs. CARBY. With too Ilhistrations. Crovm 8yo. 
dotiw y.6<fc 

Carlyle (Thomasj.-^-On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl.. is, 6d. 

Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Bmerson« 18SC-187S. Edited by 
C.E. Norton. With Portr^ts. Two Vols., crown 8vo, doth. 84x. 

Carruth (Hayden).--The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra- 
tions^^ 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. 

The King in Yellow. Cnmn 8ve, cloth, 3; . 6d. ; fcap. 8vo, doth limp, ss. 6d, 
In the <|narter. Fcap. 8vo, doth, gj. 6d. 

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, includinglbe 

Doubtful Ones.— Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. Swinburne Vol 

III., Translations of t he IMad a nd Od>^ se }% Three Vols., crown 8vo, clo th, 3J. 6rf. each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).— The Minor Chord: The Story of a PTima 

Donna. Crown 8to. cloth, y.6d. .^_^ 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 

t Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown ito, cloth extra, sr. 6d. 
Chancer for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. H. R. H awe is 
A Ijew Edition, revised. With a Frontispiece. Demy 8to, doth, gj. 6d. * 

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the OpeiT 

fag^ By HOWARD Staunton. Edfted by R. B. WohmALD. Crown 8vo, doth, w. 
Tha Minor Tacuci of Chess : A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces ht obedience to Stra- 

t^c Principle. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C Ho WELL. Lonsr fcap. 8vo, doth. sj. 6rf. 
The Hastings Chess Tonmament. Containing^ the Authored Account of the 330 Games 

nlayed Aug.-Sept, 1^95. With Annotatfqns by PlLLSBURY. Laskbr, TARRASCH, Steinitz. 

SCWIFFERS, TEICHMANN, BARDE^EBEN, BLACKBURNBi GUNSBERG, TmSLEV. MASON and 

' ALBiNj Biosrraphical Sketches of the Chess Masters, and 33 Portraits. Edited by H. F. Cheshirb- 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, y^ 

Clare (Austin), Stories by. " 

For tqil I<OTe of aXasS. Post 8vo. Ilhistrated boards, &r. ; doth, v, M. 

9W tba P<«« of the RtTtr 1 Tales and Sketches in South Tynedale. Crown 8to, tloth, ^. 6^ 



CH ATTO & WINDUS, PubHsherj, m St. MarUn's Lane. London, VV.C. g 
Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. 

^ I'oat 8vOi cloth, 3X. 6(1. each ; picture boards, zs. each. 
Paul Ferroll. ^ | Why Paul Ferroll Killed h is Wlte^ 

Ciodd (Edward, F. R. A. S.). —Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6 d. 

CoatesJAnns) . — RJe's D iary. Crown 8vo, cloth, y, (4. 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, Illustrated beards, ». 

The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth cxtnt, yi. 6d. ; post 8to, illustrated boards, sf. 
The Burden of Isabel. Crown gvo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Coleridge (M. E.).-— The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Fcap. 8vo, 

leat herette, is. ', cloth, is. M. 

C ollins (C. Allston).--The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards. 25. 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. 

Illustvatlons of Tennyson* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jonathan Swift. A IMogrnphicnl and Critical Study. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8j. 



Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 31. &/. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
From Midnight to Midnight. I Blacksmith and Scholar. 

Yott Play me False. | The YUlttge Comedy. 

Post Sro, illustrated boards, 21. each. 
Transmigration. I Sweet Anne Page. I Frances. 

A Fight with Fortune. | Sweet and Twenty. 

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, many lUustrnted, 3s. 6ef. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, zs. each; 
cloth limp, 2s. M. each. 



»Antonina. 



»The Woman in While. 
•The IToonstone* 
»Maii and Wife. 
•Tn« Dead Secret. 
AfSr Park. 



Th* Qiieen of Hearts. 



Mo Name. 



_ Mlssollanles. Jezebel's Daught 

*BaBU. Armadine. The Black Robe. 
«HI&e and Seek. Poor Miss Finch. * . - . 

Miss or Mrs.? 

The New Magdalen. 

The Frosen Deep. 

The l4aw and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. 



The Haunted Hotel. 



Hanni 
Fiaien 



The FaJlen I«eaYes. 



Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Ro)>e. 
Heart and Science. 
•I Say No.' 
A Rogue's Life. 
The svil Genius. 
Little Novels. 
The Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 



•»* Marked * have been reset in new type, in uniform style. 



POPULAR Editions. Medium 8vo, &/. each ; cloth, xx. ^ach. 
Tha Moonstone. I Antonina.. | The Dead Seoret. 

Medium 8vo, 6rf. each. 
The Woman In White. I The New Magdalen. 

Colman*s (George) Humorous Works: • Broad Grins,' ♦ My Night- 

gown and Slippers.' &c. with Life and Frontispiece. Crown 8vo . cloth extra. 3X. 6d. 

Colquhoun (M. J.).— Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

y. 6(i. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, gj. 

Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W. M. Hutchison. Or. 8vo, cl., y, 6d. 
Compton (Herbert).— The Inimitable Mrs. Massingham: a 

Romance of Botany Day. Crown 8vo, cloth» y. 6(i, 

C onvalescent Cookery. By Catherine Ryan. Cr. 8vo, is. ; cl., is, 6 d, 
Cooper (Edward H.).— Oeoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo. cloth, y. 6dV 
C ornish (J, F.).— Sour Orapes : A Novel. Cr. 8vo. cloth, gilt top. 65 . 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England ; or, The 

Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old ComwalL Collected by RobrrT Hunt, F.R.S. With 
t wo Steel Hates by GEORGE Cl^lK SH A NK. Crown 8vo. clotli. 7s. 6rf. 

Cotes (V. Cecil).— Two Girls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 

F. H. ']^O^VNSEND. Crowii 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. M. ; post 8yo. cloth. as.M. "" 

Craddoek (Q, Egbert), Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Moontalnt. Crown Sro. cloth, or. 6*1, ; post 8vo. 

illustrated boards, sj. 
Hie Yanlshed Star. Crown 8vo. dotfi. 3s. &/. 

Cram (Rafph Adams).— B14ck Spirits and White. Fcap. 8vo, 



6 CHATTO a WINDUS, Publishefg, in St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 
Crellin (H. N.). Books by. 

RomancttS of tbo Old Boratflio. With aS Illustrations by S. L. Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6J 

TalttS of the Caliph. Crown 8vo. cloth, sr. 

ThO Ma»>genO«< a Drama. Crown 8vo, ts. ^ 

Crim (Matt.).— Adventured of a Fair RebeL Crown 8vo, cloth 

extr a, with a Frontispiece by DAN. Beard, y. M. ; j>ost 8vo. illustrated boards, zj. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales oF OuFc6as£ By~s7~ii. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold Frederic. 'Q.,' and w. Cl.\rk Russell. With 2 
_ Illustrations by FRANK BRANGWYN. Crown Svo, cloth. 3^. 6^. 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 35. 6i. 

each ; uost Svo, illustrated boards, us. each ; cloth lunp, ar. 6«f. each. 
Pretty HiM NoYlUo. * • 



Proper Pride. 
A Bird of Passage. 
Diana Barrintfton. 
Two Masters. 



Interference. 
A Family Likeness* 
A Third Person. 
Mr. JerYis. 



yillatfe Tales ft Jongl. 

Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Hilda. 
Harried or Single 7 



Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3s.6d. each. 
■ome Ona BIsa. l Miss Balmaine's Past. I Beyond the Pala. 
In the KlBtfdom of Kerry. I Jason, ftc. i Infatuation. 

Tarenoa. with 6 illustrations by Sidney Paget. 

*To Iiat** Ac. Post Svo, picture boards, ss. ; dotn limp, 2s. 6d, 

The Cat*S-paW. Crown Svo, doth, gilt top. 6s. \S/tor/ ry, 

Cruikshank*s Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series : The 

First, from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second, from 1844 to 1851. A Gallierin}? of the Best Uuniour of 
THACKERAY, HOOD, MAYHEW. ALBERT SMITH. A'BECKETT. ROHliK I UROUGII, S:c. Wilh 

numerous Steel Engravhigs and Woodcuts by George Cruikshank. Hine, Landells, &c. 
Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth gilt. 7^. 6d, each. 
The Lifa of George Cruikshank. By BlanchaRD Jerrold. With 84 Illustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crovm Svo. cloth extra, y. 6ei. 

Cumminz (C^ F. Gordon), Works by. Large or. 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 

In the H^hrides. With an Autotype I^rontispicce and 23 lUustrntions. 



In the Hehrides. With an Autotype I^rontispicce and 23 lUustrntions. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations. 

Two Happy Tears in Ceylon, with 3^ illustrations. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt, with a Pliotogravu re Frontispiece. 



Cussans (John E.).— A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Andent MSS., Sec. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
and a Coloured Plates. Crown Svo, doth extr a, 6 s. 

Cypies (William). —Hearts of Qold. Crown SvoTcloth, y, 6d, 
Daudet (Alphonse).— The Evans:elist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 

Svo, clotli extra, y. 6</. ; post Svo, illustrated b oards, zs. 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).— Hiiit^for Parents on the Choice of 

a Profession for their Sons when Btarting in Life. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6.f. , 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. &/. 

Davles (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. Svo, is. ea.; cl., is, 6d, ea. 

One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 

Nursanr Hints t A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 

Foods rer tha Fat : The Diet etic Cure of Cogiulency and of Gout. 

Aids to Long IAt€, Crown Svo. ar. ; cloth limp. 2s. 6d. 

Davles' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

%vith Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GrOSART. D.D. Two Vo ls., cr own Svo, clo th. 37. 61^ . each. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).— The Fountain of Youtliu Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUME NrsBET, 3J. 61/. _ 

De Querin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. Trebutien. 

With a Memourby SAINTR-BeuVE. Translated from the 20th French Edition by JESSIE P. Froth 
INGHAM. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, gj. 6rf. 

be Maistre (Xavier).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by HENRY ATTWELL. Post Svo, cloth limp, gj. 6d. 

De Mille (James).— A Castle in Spain. Crown Svo, cloth extra, with 

a Frontispiece, y. 6d. ^ 

Derby (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the turf. With Brief Accounts 

of Thh Oaks. By Louis henry CURZON. Crown Svo. cloth limp, 2s. 6.-i. 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by. Crown 8 vo, cloth, 35. 6i. each. 

Our Itady of Tears. i Circe's Iiovers. 

Dewar (T. R.).— A Ramble Round the Qlobe. With 220 Illustra- 

'^MU. Crown 8T0, doth extra, 7f. 6<f. 
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De Windt (Harry), Books by. 

Through th« Gold-Pielda of Alaska to Moving Stvaltl* With Mdp and 33 fuU-paffe Illus- 
trations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo. cloth, 6s. 
TrvLO Tales of Travel and Ady nto>e» Crown 8 vo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), About England with. By Alfred Rimmer. 

With 57 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOP andthe AUTHOR. Square 8vo. cloth, y. 6d, 

Dictionaries. 

The Reader** Handbook of Famoas Names In Flotion. Allaslons. References. 
Proverbs, Plots, Stories* and Poems. Together with an English and American 

BIBLIOGRAPHY, and a LIST OF THE AlTrHORS AND DATES OF DRAMAS AND 0PERAS» By 

Rev. E. C. BREWER. LL.D. A New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth, js. M. 
A Diotlonary of Hlracles i Imitative, Realistic, and Docmatic. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer. 

LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Vamlllar Short Sayings of Great Hen, With Historical and Explanatory Notes by Samuel 

A. BENT, A.M. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7*. 6d, 
Vhe Slang Diotlonanr % Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, doth, 6r. &/. 
Words, Facts, and Phrases t A Dictionary of Curious. Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
ELIEZER EDWARDS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gj. 6d. 

Dilke (Rt. Hon. 5ir Charles, Bart.» M.P.).— The British Empire. 

Crown 8yo. buckram, sf. 6</. 

Dobson Justin), Works by. 

Thomas Bewick and his Pupils, with 95 Illustrations. Square 8v6. doth. it. 64. 
Four Frenchwomen, With Four Portraits. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6r. 
Blghteenth Century Vignettes. IN Three Series. Crown 8vo. buckram. 6x. each. 
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With s Illusts. Cr. 8vo. buckram. 6x. 

Dobson (W. T.).— Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

8vo, cloth ump, as. 6a. 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ax. each ; doth limp. or. 6d. each. 
The Han-Hunter. I Wanted! _ I A Detective's Triumphs. 

Caught at Iiast. | Tracked to Doom. I In the Grip of the Law. 
Tracked and Taken. I From Information Received. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Donoaa 7 I Link by Unk. | Dark Deeds 

Suspicion Aroused. j Riddle s Read. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3;. 6<t. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx. each ; doth, sx. 6(1. each. 
The Man from Hanchester. With as Illustrations. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. I The Chr onicles c7 Mlchasl DanevUoh, 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3X. 6d. each. 
The Records of Vincent Trill, of the Deteiotlve Bervlct. I Tales of Tsnov. 
The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective. 
Deacon Brodle ; or, Behind t he Mask. 

Dowling (Richard).— Old Corcoran's Money. Crown Svo. el., 35. 6d. 
Do yle (A. Conan).— The Firm of Olrdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. Svo. cl. ex., with Portraits, 35. 6i. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. "VVlth Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memo! .• by 

William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Mhior 

Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III., Translationsof the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colond Cunningham. One Vol. 
Masslnger*s Plays. From Giffords Text. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 

Dudgeon (R. E., M.D.).— The Prolongation of Life. Crown Svo, 

buckram, 3s. 6d. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. Evbrard Cotbs), Works by. 

Crown 8vo. doth extra, js. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With nx illustrations by F. H. Townsrnd. 
An American Girl In London. With 80 Illustrations by R H. TOWNSBNO. 
The Simple Adventures of a Memsahib. With 37 illustrations l^ F. H. Towi:SBNn. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, sr. &/. each. 
A Daughter of To«Da y. | Ve rnon's Aunt . With 47 Illustrations by Hal Hu rst. 

Dutt (Romesh C.).— England and India: A Record of Progress 

during One Hundred Years. Crown Svo, cloth, ax. 

Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations. 

by Kev. A. B. GROSART. D.D. Crown Svo. doth boards, 3X. 6<^ per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Giles) Complete Poems. One \<A. 
Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Merrick's (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Thre^ Vols. 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

and on the River Plate. With 4« Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, gx. 

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. bds., 25. each. 

Archie Iiovell. I A Point of Honouv. 

A Plaster Saint. Crown 8to, doth, v ^* 
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Edwards (Ellezer).— Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the'lVay Matters. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6rf. 

Bgan (Pierce).— Life in London. With an Introduction by John 

Caaipbn IIottbN, and a Coloured Frontispiece. Small demy 8vo. cloth, 3.y. 6d. 

Ezerton (Rev. J. C, M.A.)**- Sussex Polk and Sussex Ways. 

with Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WaCH, and Four Illustrations. Crown 8yo. cloth extra, y. 

Eggiestpn (Edward)*— Roxy : A Novel. Post 8vo. illust. boards, 2$. 
Englisiinian (An) in Pads. Notes and Recollections during tba 

Reign of Loub PIdHppe and the Empire. Crown 8yo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Englishman's House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting,or Build- 

ing a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece qnd 534 lUusts. Cr. Sto, clotli, 3s. 6rf. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 

The LUO and Times of PriBM GharUs Staart, Count of Albany (THE YOUNG PSBTB3f- 

_ DtiR). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. W. 

Btortea typjM the Staf Papers* With Autotype frontispiece. Crown 8to. cloth, 6s. 

Eyes, Our : How to Preserve Them. By John Brownikg. Cr. 8vo. if« 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bent, 

A.M. Fifth Edition, Reyjsed an^ Enlarged. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael)^^ Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. each. 

Ttaa Chamieal History of a Candio : Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Editsd 

by WJLT.IAM CROOKES, F.G.S. With numerous Illustrations. 
On t|i« Varipas Forces of Nataro* andtlialr Bolatiom to Mtoh oibav. Edited tar 

William Crqokes, F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

Farrer (J. Anson).— War: Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6i. 
Penn (Q. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, ss. 6d. each : post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Tli« Mev MUtreu. l Wltnosa to th« Dood. | Ttao Tigov XiUy. I Ttao Whltt Ylvgta. 



A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cnrsed by a Fortune. 
Th« Oaso of AUsa Gray* 
Commodoro Jank« 
Black Blood. 



Crown 8vo, cloth y. 6d, each. 
Double Cunning. The Bt< 
A Fluttered Doveoote. The Mi 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Cere- 
monies^ 



The Story of Antony ilraM 
The Man with a Bhadovt 
One Maid's Mischief. 
This Man's Wife. 
In Jeopardy. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
-— — I of Fa- 



The Bag of Diamond!, and Tliree Bits of Paste. 

A Crimson Crime. I Bunning Amok t a Story of Adventoie. 

The Cankerworm i being Episodes of a Woman's Life. 

Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 

oyer NiKE HUNDRED NOVELS, will be sent free by Messrs. CHATTO & WiNDUS upon application . 

Fin-Bee.— The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 

and Dining. Po st 8 yq, dotn limp, «« ^' 

Firework-Making, The Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist'a 

Tteasuty, ByTHQMASKBWTpH. With a67IIl.uatoatlQn8.Crown.avo. doth. yr.6rf. 

First Book* My. By Walter Besant, Tames Payn. W. Clark Rus- 
SBLL, Grant Allen. Hall Cainb. Geqrgb R. Siws, ruoyard Kiplxng, a. conan Do^tlh, 

W. E. B^AODOM, F. W. ROBlNSDN. H. RiDUR HAGGARD. R, M. BaLLANTYNR, I. ZANGWXLL, 
MORLEV ROBERTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MaRV CORSLLI, J. K. JEROME, JOHN ^RANGS 
WINTER, BRfiT HARTS, * Q.,' ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R. L. STEVENSON. With a Prefatory StOKr 
by JgftOMB K. JBROMB, and iSfe Illustrations. A New Edition. Small d«ny 8vo, art linen, gj. &<. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Worlcs by. 

Llrale assays t Passages from the Letters of CHARLES Lamb. Post Svo, doth, at. 6A 
FAtml Zero. Crown 8vo, doth e »tra. y. 6d. ; post 8yo, illustra ted boards, as. 

Post 8vo> illustrated boards. 9S. each. 
Bella Donna. I The Lady of Brantome. i The Beoond Mrs. Tiiiotseo. ' 
Polly. I Heyer Forgottep. [^Beventy-flve Brooke Btreai, 

Blr Henry Irylnga Ti^cnty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6d, 

Flammarion (Camiiie), Worlcs by. 

Popular Astronomy 1 A General Description of the Heavens. Trandated by J. Ellard GORB. 

7.R.A.S. With Three Plates and 268 Illustrations. Medium 8to, cloth, jox. 6<r. 
Orania; A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 

Heaven. Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes bv 
R«v. A. B. GiroSART, D.D, Crown 8vo, cloth boards, sx. 6<<, 
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Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon IlL With Photo- 

gravure Frontispiece aiul Thirty-six full-page lUustratious. Cheaper Issue. Dciny 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Francillofi (R. E.)f Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, sx. 6J. each ; post Bro, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
One by Ono. | A Reml Qaooa. I A Dotf and his Bhadov* 

Ropos of Sand. Illustrated. _________________ 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9S. each. 
Queen Cophetua. i Olym pla. | Bomancea of t he Ii»w« I KUttf or KnaTt 7 

Jack Doyle'a Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. ^^ 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 6i. each ; 

illustrated boards, ss. each. 

Beth'a Bgotheg's Wife. I The Iiawton Girl. 

French LIteRiture, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

Vols., deniy 8vo, cloth boards, aas. 6d. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, ipoo-i. 

Edited by John Lane. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, xj. &^ 

Gardening Boolcs. Post 8vo, Z5. each ; cloth limp. 15. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and Greenhouse. By George Clenny. 
Hcttsohold HorticuUnre. By Tom and Janh Ierrold. lUu^itrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom Jerkold. 

Gardner (Mrs.^Alan).— Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots : Being 

the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by tUe 
Author and F. H. Townsend. Demy 410, half-bound, ai*. 

Qaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Tale of "The Terror." Trans- 

lated by JOHN de Villiers. With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6i. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature. Science, Biography, and Ait, and * Table Talk* by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
♦♦♦ B0Hnd Vclumtsfor recent years kept in stoci, is. 6d. each. Cases for bindinzt sj. each. 

Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in November. i5. 

That for 1901 Is entlUed As It was Written, by T. W. SPEIGHT. {,Ntv. xo. 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by Edgar Taylor. With Introduction by TOHN RUSKIN, and 33 Stod Plates after 
George CRUIKSHANIC. Square 8vo, clotli. 6x. 6d. ; gilt edges, ^s. &/. 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo. cl., 35. 6i. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 25. ea. 

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. I Itovlntf a Dream. | The Braes of Tanrov. 

The Golden Shaft. With Frontispiece. I Of High Degree. 



The Flower of the Forest. 
The Dead Heart. 
For JLack of Gold. 
What Will the World Bay? 
For the King. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, at. i 
A Hard Knot. 

?!ueen of the Meadow, 
n Pastures Green. 
In Iiove and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 



By Head and Stream. 

Fanoy Free. 

In Honour Bound, 

Heart's Delight. 

Blood-Money. 



Gibney (5omervilie).~5entenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, Z5. 6i. 
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 25. 6i. each. 

The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked Vorld—PygxnaEon and Galatea— Charl^-'The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 
The Second Series : Broken Ucarts—Engaeed— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Danl Dnice— Tom Cobb 

— H.M.S. • Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 
Tke Third Series : Comedy and Tragedy— Foggeity's Fairy— Rosencrantz and Gnlldenstem— 
Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Kuddigora-«Tbe Yeomen of the Gutrd— The Gondoliers— 
The Mountebanks— Utopia. ____________________ 

Bltfht Original Comle Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. In Two Series. Demy 8vo, doth, 
2j. M. each. The FIRST contaming: The Sorcerer- H.M.S. 'Pinafore '—The Piratesof Penzance— 
lolantlje—Piifence— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND Series containing: The Gondoliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen of theGuard<« 

liis Excellency— Utopia, Luuitcd— Kuddigote— The Mountebanks— Haste to the Wedding. 
The Gilbert and BuUlvan Birthday Book: Quotations for Every Day hi the Year, selected 
from Plays Iw W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALBX. WATSON. 
I^ofal xtimo. Japaoets leather, ix. tf . 
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Gilbert^ (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boirJs, gj. ■ 

Qissing (Ai^mon), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each. 
A a— rrt of tho Mortli Bmu | Tho Wofclth of M»ll»wUa<. \s/:oraj. 

QIanville (Ernest), Novels by. 

cnnra 8vo, doth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Bro, IDastrated boards, ax. each. 
niO Loot Helron t A Tale of Love. Battle, and Ad\ ciiture. With Two Illustrations by H. KiSBBT. 
TiM Fosdekev l A Romance of Mashonalaud. With Two lUttstrations by HUUB NiSBET. 
a Fftlv Colonist* With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. 

Tho Oeldon Book. With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. Crown 8to. doth extra. ST. 6(^ 
Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo doth, is, 6d. 

TalOSfiPOmthoYoUI. With Twelre Ittastfatlons by M. Nisbbt. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3t. &f. 
Max, Thornton. With 8 lUustratlons by J. S. Crompton. R.I. Large crown Svo. doth, gVt 
edges, y. ; doch. gilt top. 6s. 

Qlenny (George) .^A Year's Work In Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo. is. ; doth, is. 6d. 

. Godwin (William).— Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl., 25. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations 

from the Best Author*. By Theodore Tayxx>R. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6rf. 

Goodman (E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, y. td, 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr* F. IlUEFFER. With 545 lUustra- 
tions. Large crown Svo. cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Grey (Sir George).— The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the 

Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C.B. By JAMES MiLNE. With Portrait SECOND 
Edition. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6f. 

Griffith (Cecil).— Corinthia Marazion : A Novel. Crown Svo. cloth 

extra, y. 6tL _^ ___^_ 

Gunter (A. Clavering, Author of 'Mr, Barnes of New York').— 

A Florida Bnohantmont. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6d. 

Habberton (John, Author of • Helen's Babies '), Novels by. 

^ ^ . « Po5»8ro*dothlhnp, 9x.6rf. each. 

Brnoton'B Bayon* | Country Lnclc. 

Hair, The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 

lated from the German of Dr. J. PINCUS. Crown Svo, xs. ; cloth, xs. 6A 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 65. each. 

MOV Bymhols. | L ogonds of tho Morrow. | Tho Serpent Play. 

Maiden Bcstasy. Small 4to. doth extra, 8j. 

Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meade and 

CUFfORD HALIFAX, M.D. Crown Svg, doth, y. 6A 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

lUustratfona on Steel and Wood by MACUSB, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHAnk. 
Small demy Svo, cloth extra, js. 6tL 

Hall (Owen), Novels by* Crown Svo, cloth, y, 6d, each. 
The Traok of a Storm. I Jetsam. 

Bnreka. Crown 8v% doth, gflt top, <r. 

Halilday (Andrew).— Every«day Papers. Post 8vo, boards. 25. 
Hamilton (Cosmo).— 5tories by. Crown Svo, cloth gilt. 3$. 6d. each. 

The Olamoor of the Impossible. I Through a Keyhole. 

Handwriting,'^ The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 

texplanatory Text. By DON fSHX DB Salamanca. Post 8vo. half-doth, ts. 6d. 

Hanky-Panky : Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 

HandT&c. Edited by W. H. CrBMBK. \Wth aoo Illustrations. Crown Svo. doth extra. 4J. 6rf. 

Hardy (Iza Duff US). —The Lesser Evil. Crown'Svo, cloth, gt. top, 6^. 
Hardy (Thomas).— Under the *Green wood Tree. Post Svo, cloth 

emn. »r. M { Ohutrated boifds. w. ; doth limp, 8f. 6<^ 
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Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. 

EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown Sro, cloth extra. 6t. each. 
VoL - I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-plate Portra 
„ ^ II. ThB luck OP ROARING CAMP— BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN LEG 
M III. TALES OF THB ARGONAUTS— EASTERN SKETCHES. 
M IV. GABRIEL CONROY. I Vol. V. STORIES— CONDENSED NOVELS, &C. 
N VI. TALES OF THB PACIFIC SLOPE. 

„ VII. TALES OF THB PACIFIC SLOPE— II. With Portrait by JOHN PBTTIB, R.A^ 1 

M VIII. Tales of the Pinb and thb Cypress* 
„ IX. buckeye and CHAPPARBL. 
•« X. Tales op trail and town, Sec 

Brat Havt«*s Cholee Vovka, fai Prose and Vene. With PoctnU of the Author and 40 nm 

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d ' 
Bfttt HartA's Poetical WoBkt. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown 8ro. buckram, 41. 6tl. 
Some Iiatev Yerse*. Crown Sro, linen gilt, y. 

Crown 8T0, doth vstra, y, 6tt, «Kb ; post 8ro, picture boards, sx. each^ 
OabvlAl Conroy. 

A Waif of tha Plaint. With 60 Illustrations hy STANLEY L. Wood. 
A Ward of (ht Goldtn Oa U. With S9 iMustrations by St anley l. Wood. 

Ci-..;.:Z.- ,, J .:'•- ^ ..tr ■., ^ , i-i tL^zh, 
A BapptiO of 0!*«filt 8 pin luffs, ■Sac. \V,th Tvio llluafiAUai by UMmV: NISBBT. 

CoLotibl eia.Fbott]e'a CNenC, and Bom« OttitE PBopid. ^ViLJL u. Frontispiece 

HUBy; A N'.ji'H-l, \Vi[h Ff on t hjiLcco jnd VitjiictCc by J . A. ■LHRESTEUt 

Dully DovHTB, ."••'•. U'IcLl 4-? IiUt^tTjiJon^bv w, t>^. Ai.monu und uiher'^ 

A ProtcEiGe ol Jnok Hamlln'a* ic» With *6 fllusJtTaiJons by W. SMALL and others. 

*he Boll- Ringer of Angel's. &c. With « nutstrPttDiis bj Liujjley Hardy and others 

Claraiico : A r^t. ry lif tlirr Anit^ricaa War. Wi\h Eiffht iJlustnliuns by A. jy LE GOODMAN. 

JBarkat'^ Luck, £;c, >V]}li ^j^ Jilusmitidni hy A. l'OJiF,STlEli» FAUL HARDY. &c. 

P«vira POPd, Ac. Uni]i [I FraDt]sptE?ce by W. H. 0\'RREST'r 

ThB Ci'u»&iia or ikia '' BuiiatGlor." ^Vlth a Promi^t'tcce by J. Drrnjrd Partridge. 
Three Parthotb ; ■«. The isig Eirikd tin I lea . v 1 rte I tLii. wuh B [iiuFtrations by J. GULICH. 
Talfifl ot Trail and Town. WUtt i-n^r-.n , ; i' TACOiiBlloiJD. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, qs. each. 
An Helresi of Red Dotf. &c | The Iiuok ot Roavtiitf Camp. Ac 

GallfoniUii Btoviet. 



Post 8vo. illustrated boards, sx. each : cloth, as, €d. each. 
Flip. I Maruja. | A FhyllU of the 8leg»ftU» ^ 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.)» Books by. 

The Art of Beaaty. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustradons. Square 8vo, cloth bds., U. 
The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. 8vo. cloth bds.. 6«. 
The Art of Drees. With 3a Illustrations. Post 8vo, tx. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work. A New Edition. revise<i 

With a Frontispiece. Demy 8vo. cloth, ax. 6d. 
Chaticer for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3 X. &/. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R., M.A.).— American Humorists: Washington 

Irving. Oliver Wendell Holmes, James Russbll Lowbll, arteuus Ward, mark 
Twain, and Bret Hartb. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6x. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 64. each j post 870. illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Garth. | BUlce Qaentin. I Beatrix Randolph, with Four niusts. 

Sebastian Btrome* I David Polndexter's Disappearance* 

Fortune's FooL I Dost* Four lilusts. | The Sp ectre of the Camera. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Miss Cadogna. | Love— or a Name. 

Heckethom (C. W.), Books by. 

London Sonvenlrs. I liondon Memories t Social, Historical, and Topographical. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6i. each. 

Animals and their Masters^ | Social P ressnge. 

Ivan de Biron » A Novel Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. M. ; post .8vo. illustrated boards, ax. 

Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page: A Novel. Cr. Svo.cl., 3$. 6 i. 
Henty (G. A.), Novels by. 

Rujub. the Juggler. With Eig^ht Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. Small demy 8vo, cloth, eWt 

edj^es, Ks. ; post 8 vo. illustrated boards, ax. 
Colonel Thorndyke's Secret* With a Frontispiece by Sta LEY L. WOOD. Small demy 8to, 

cloth, gilt edges, jx. . 

_ Crown Sto, cloth. 3X. 6d. each. 

The O tieen*s Cup . I Dorothy's Doubl e* 

Herman (Henry).— A Leading Lady. Post 8vo. cloth, 25. 6rf. 
Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

Collected Poems. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A, B. CROSART, D.D., 
5teel Portrait, &c. Three Vo}s., crown 8yo, cloth boards, y. 6rf. o^ch. 



la CHATTO A WINDUS, PyblUhtM, iii St« Ma rt in'a Laac. London, W.C. 
Hertzka (Dn rheodor).~Freeland : A Social Anticipation. Trans- 

toted by AKTHUK RAMSOM, Crown evo, doth extra, 6t, 

Hesse- Warte|:g (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 

thePeopfo. With ai lUitttrf tions. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Hill (Headon).— Zambra the Detective. Croivn 8vo, cloth, 35. ed.; 

post sVo, pictiue boards, af. 

Hill (John), Works by. 

Tya»onrF«lony» Post Svo, board«, y . | Tho Common Anc—togjL Cr. 8to, doth, y . &j. 

Hoey (Mrs. Ca5hel)*~The Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Bart., M.P., JOHN WATSON, JANB BARLOW, MARY LOVBTT CAMERON. JUSTiN H. MGCaRTIIY, 

Paul Langb, J. W. Graham, J. H. bALTER, piio-be Allen, s. J. Beckett, L. Rivers Vine, 

and C. P. GORDON CUMMING. Crown 8vo, cloth, u. 6./. 

Hollingshead (John).— According to My Lights. With a Portrait. 

Crov/n gro, doth, gilt top. 6s, 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

Th* Autocrat of the Breakteai-Tablo. Illustrated by J. GORDON THOUSON. Pott 8vo, cloth 

Ibnp, as. 6d, Another Edition, post 8to, cloth, qs. 
Th« Antocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The P,refestov at the BreakCaet-Table. 

In Que Vol Post 6vo. half-bound, as. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

the Author, Portrait, and aoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6.f. 

Hood'a whima and Oddities* With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo. half-bound, gj. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works ; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures. Bons Mots, Puus. and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth extra, y j. 6rf. 

Hooper (Mrs. Oeo.).— The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 2$, 
Hopkins (TIghe), Novels by. 

For Freedom. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



Crot«(n 8vo, cloth, jr. 6d. each. 

. th a Frontispiece, j The II _. 

The Nogente of Carrfeonna. \ Nell Halfenden. With 8 illustrations by c Gregory. 

Horne (R. Hengist). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 



i.rot^n ovo, cioui. 3r. D». eaca. 

Twlxt Love and Doty. With a Frontispiece, j The Inoompiete Adventarep. 
-^. ^- ---rfconna. I NeU Halfenden. Wlthsniu ' 



Portrait by StJMaiBRS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, js. 



Hugo (Victor).— The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'Islande). Trans- 

lated by Sir GILBERT CAMPBELL. Crown 9ro, cloth, y. 6d. 



Hume (Fergus) • Novels by. 

The Lady from Nowhere. Crown Svo, doth, v. 
The Mimonalre Mystery. Crown Bto. do^h, gilt 



r.6d. 
t top, 6f . , 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of • Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 

Post 8ro, illustrated boards. ». each ; doth limp, as. 6d. each. 
Marvel. I A Modem Circe. I Lady Patty. 

In Daraneo Tile. \ An UnwaiataoJbjfy L over. ( 

Crown 8vc. doth extra, 3^. td* each ; poi| 8vo, illustrated boards, v. each : cloth limp, as. M. eadk 
A Maiden All Forlorn. j Lady Vemei«*s Flight. I The Three Graces. 

April's Lady. The Bed-Hpjise Mystery. Nora Crelna. 

Peter's Vlfe. I T he Professor's Bxperlm ont. 1 A Mental Btmggle* 

Crows 8to, cldtb extta. y. 6d. each. 
An Anxious Moment. I A Point of Oonseteneo. 

The Coming of Chloe. | Lovlce. 

Hunt's (Le^h) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by Edmund OLLIER. Post 8vo, jhalfrbound, aj. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vq, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Leaden Casket. I Belf-Cb.ndemned. i That Other Person. 

Mrs. Pallet* Crown 8vo, cloth exfra, y. 6d. 

Hutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 lllustra. 

tions. Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6rf.. 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

his Method, and Statistics. By ReNAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crown 8vo. cloth extra^ 6s. 

Hyne (C, J. Ciitcliffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. u. 



CHATTO a. ^y^N D US, Publishera, in St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 1 3 
Impressions^ (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, blush-rose paper and 

cloth, gj. 6</. »• . * 

Indoor Paupers. By One of Them. Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
In Memorlam: Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected and 

arranged by LUCY RiDLHY. Small square 8\o. cloth, aj. 60. net ; leather. 3s. 6d. net. 

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. THKyOR-pAVlES. A New EdirioD. Croi\-n 8yo, cloth, ss . 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 

Pbr ceval Graves. Post Svo. cloth lUnp. as. 60. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 
By Percy Fitzgerald, with Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6J. 

James (C. T. C.). — A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

gyp, cloth limp, u. 60. 

Jameson (William).— My Dead Self. Post Svo, cloth, 25. 6</. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL. P.). —Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. Svo, cloth . 5s. 
Jefferles (Richard), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6d. each. 

Mfttura Dttav Loadon. | The Life of (he Fields. | The Open Air. 

%* Also the Hand-made Paper edition, crown Svo, buckram, giit top. 6s. each. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jeffevies. By Sir Walter Besant. With a Photograph Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 

Cariosities of Criticism. Pa<;t 8vo. doth limp. as. 60. 

IiOrd Tennyson t A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Post Svo. cloth, it. 6d. 

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

Statfeland. With 64 illustrations by J. Bernard Partridge. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, is. 
John Ingerfleld. &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd and John Gulicii. re a p. 8vo. pic, cov. is . 6£._ 

Jerrold (Douglas).— The Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog 

IiStters. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, as. u__^— ___________ 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post Svo, 15. ea. ; cloth limp, is. Qd. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Hoasahold Hortloulture : A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward).— Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post 8to. cloth limp, gj. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, y, 6d. each. 

Finger-Rlntf X*ore t Historical, L(»;endary. and Anecdotal. With Hundreds of Illustrations. 
Crowns and Coronations 8 A History of Regalia. With 91 Illustrations. 



Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GiFFCRD. Edited by Colond CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
crown Svo, clo th extra . 3X. 60. e a ch. 

loseplius, The Complete' Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 

taimng 'The Antiquities of tlie Jews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.' With 53 Illustrations and Maps. 
Two Vols., demy Svo. half-cloth^ laj. 60. 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette: Chapter^ on Art and Artists. 

Post Sto, cloth limp, as. 60. . 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketches. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. ; cloth, ss.60. 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by. 

Pust Svo, illustrated boards, sx. each. 
•The WMtflntf of thoOreen.' | Passion's Slave. I Bell Barry. 



A Drawn Oame. crown Svo, cloth, y. &<?. ; pogt Svo^niu^tratcd boards, as. 

Kipling Primer (A). Including Biographical and Critical Chapters, 

an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal Writings, and Bibliographies. Ay P. L. KNOWLES, Editor of 
• The Golden JTreasury of American Lj'rics.' With Two Portrsuts., Cro^.Svo, flodi, y. 60. 

Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R,C.PO« — The 

Patient's Yade Mecnm « How to Get Most Benefit from. Medical Advice. Cr. Svo, cloth, tx. 60 

Knights (The) of the Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 

Emted, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OP LORWH. K.T. Crown Syo. cloth extra. 6s. 

Lambert(Qeorge).— The President Of BoraVla* Crown 8vo.cl.,3$.6(^. 



J 



14 CHATT O A WiNDU5, PubUshers, m St. IVUrtln's Une, London. W.C 
Lamb'5 (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

• Poetry for CUilJren ■ and 'Prince Dorus.' Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. II. Slir.H- 
HRRD. With Two Portraits and racsimile of the ' Essay on Roast Pie.' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6rf. 
ThA Essays of Ella. Post 8vo. printed on laid paper and half-bound, 7S, 
lattle Essays : Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY 

FUZCH.KALU. Post 8vo, cloth liuip, 2S. 6J. 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles I«amb. With Introduction and Notes by Branuer Mat 
THUWS . and Steel-plat 's Portrait. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, af. 6d. 

Landor (Walter Savage).— Citation and Examination of William 

Shakspeare, &c. before Sir Tlionias Lucy, touching Deer-steaUnif, 19th Sei>tcnil>er, 1582. To wJiich 
is added. A Conference of Master Edmund Spensev with the Earl of Essex, touchmg the 
State o f Ireland, 159 5. Fcap. Svo, half-Roxburghe. ss. 6d. ^___^_^ . 

Lane (Edward William).— Tiie Thousand and One Nights, com" 

motily called in England The Jirabian Nights' Entertainments. Translated trom the Amine, 
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HarveV. Edited by El>WA W > 
STANin Y POOI.R. With Preface by STANLHY I^ANE-POQLE. Three Vols., demy Svo . clotli. js. (ki. CtL. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 

Anecdotes of the Clortfy* Post 8vo , laid paper, h alf-bonn d, as. 
Post Svo, cloth Ump, zs. 6d. each. 

r orenslc An ecdotes. | Theatrical A necdotes . 

Lehmann (R. C), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6rf. each. 

Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 

Co nversational Hints f o r Young Shoot ers : A Guide to Polite Talk . 



Leigh (Henry S.).— Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand-made 

paper, bound in buckram, y. 

Leland (C. Qodfrey),— A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

With Diagrams. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 

Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Qene. Translated from 

the French by JOHN PR ViLLiERS. Post Svo. cloth, 3f. 6rf. ; picture boards, as. 

Leys (John K.), Novels by. 

The Lindsays. Post Svo, picture bds.. as. | A Sors TsmptaUon. Or, Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6s, 

Lilburn (Adam).— A Tragedy in Marble. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6^. 
Lindsay (Harry, Author of 'Methodist Idylls ')f Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^'. &/. each. 
Rboda Roberts. I The Jaooblte; A Roman ce of the Conspiracy of * The Forty. 

Jodah Pyecroftt Puritan. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. jSHart/y, 



Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

An Ootave of Friends. Crown Svo. cl< 



cloth, y. 6d. 



Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. bJ. each ; post Svo. illustrated boards, as. each. 
Patricia Kemball. I lone. f Under which Xiord 7 With 12 Illustrations. 
The Atonement of Leam Pundas. I * My Iiove I * | Sowing the Wind. 
The World Well Lost. With 12 lUusts. I Paston Carew* Millionaire and Miser. 
The Ono Too Many. I Dulde Bverton. | With a Silken Tliread. 
The Rebel of the Famil y. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, as. ed. each. 
Witch Stories. | Ourselves t Essays on Women. 
Freeshootlngi Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN LINTON, 

Lover's Progress, The. Told by Himself, and Dedicated to all 

who Love. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6j. 

Lowe (Charles, M.A.).— Our Greatest Living Soldiers. With 

8 Portraits. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6rf. . 

Lucy (Henry W.).— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. 

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 

Teresa Itasca. Crown Svo, cloth extra, xs. 

Broken Wings, with Six illustrations by W. J. IIENNESSY. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 6f. 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 

Mr. stranger's Sealed Packet. Post Svo, Illustrated boards, as, 

Bdnor Whltlock. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Macdonell (Agnes).— Quaker Cousins. Post Svo, boards. 2s, 

MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players : Notes on Popular 

Games. Post Svf , cloth limp, as, 6d. ^ . 

Mackay (Charles, LL,D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or, 

IvtiiMc at Twilieht. Crown Svo, clolh extra Cs. 

Mackeii n a^S tep hen J.) amTJ. Augustus O'Shea.— Brave Men 

In Action : Thtiilin^ Stories of the British Flag. With 8 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. 
Small demy Svo, -cloth, gilt edges, y. 



CHATTO & WiNDUS. PublishefJ, m St. Martin'i Lane, London, W»C. iS 

McCarthy (Justin)» Works by. 

JiHlatovar of Our Own Tlmes« from tlie Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 

j88o. LIBRARY EDITION. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.— Also a POPULAR 

Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. each.— And tlie JuniLEE EDITION, with an 

Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. &/. each. 

A Biptovy of Our Oiwn Times* from i83o to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy 8vo, doiU extra, 

13?, • or crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. __ ^ .. . 

A Bhoft History of Our Own TimaSt One Vol, crown 8vo, doth extra, 6f.^AIso a CHEAP 

Popular Edition, post Svo, cloth limp, ar. erf. 
A History oT the Four Georges and of WUIiam the Fourth. By Justin McCarthy 

•nd JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY. Four Vols., dciny 8vo, cloth extra, isj. each. 
Tlis Reitfn of Queen Anne* 3 vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. each. [Pre/aritts'. 

Remlnisoanoes. With a Portra it. Two Vols., demy Svo. c loth, 74s. [Vols. III. & IV. shortly. 

Crown 870, cloth extra, 3^. 6^. each ; post 8'vo, illustrated boards, zr. each ; cloth limp, sj. 6rf. each. 

-.._- . >- s*^.,^ Donna Quixote. With 12 illustrations. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations. 

Camiola : A Girl ndth a Fortune. 

Red Dia monds. 1 The Riddle Rlatf. 



The Wateidale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. .... 

A>air Saxon. I Unley Roohford. 

Dear Lady Disdain. I The Dictator. 
Hiss Misanthrope. With ta i llustrations. 



The Three Disgraces* and other Stories. Cro wn 8vo, clo th, jr. 6el. 
Mononta: A Love Story of " Forty^cight." Crown 8vo, cloth, gfilt top, €s. 

•The Right Honourable*' By Justin McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Prabd. Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 6j. 

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. 

The Frenoh Revolution. (Constituent Assembly, X789-9X). Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth, im. e«ch. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Ireland Since the Union i Sk etches of Irish History, 1798-1 886. Crown Svo, cloth, $#. 

HaflZ in Iiondon : Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, y. 6rf. 

Our Sensation Novel. Crown Svo, picture cover, ix. ; cloth Ump, u. 6d. 

Doom t An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, is. 

Dolly: A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover, ix. ; cloth limp, is. 6d. 

Jilly Xass t A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, ix. ; cloth limp, ix. 6ik 

A CondOn Iiegend. Crown Svo, cloth. 3X. 6d. 

The Royal Christopher. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3X. 6d. . 

MacDonald (Qeorge, LL.D.), Books by. 

Works of Fancy and Iniaginatlon. Ten Vols.. i6uio, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, aix. ; ur 

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at 2x. 6d. each. 
VoU I. Within and Without.— the Hidden Life. 

n II. THE DISCIPLE.— THE GOSPEL WOMEN.— BOOK OP SONNHTS.— ORGAN SONGS. 

H in. VIOLIN SONGS.-SONGS OF THE DAYS AND NiGHTS.-A BOOK OF DKEAMS.-ROADSIDE 

Poems.— POEMS for children. 
H IV. Parables.— BALLADS.— Scotch Songs. 

H V. & VI. PHANTASTES : A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. THE PORTENT, 

H VIII. THE LIGHT princess.— THE GIANT'S HEART.— SlIADOWS. 
„ IX. CROSS PURPOSES.- THE GOLDEN KEY.— THE CARASOYN.— LITTLE DAYLIGHT. 

M X, THE CRUEL Painter.— THE wow o* rivven.— the Castlb.— thh broken swords. 

—THE Gray wolf.— uncle Corn elius. 

Poetical Works of George MaoDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols. 

crown Svo, buckram, xax. 
A Threefold Cord. Edited by George MacDonald. Po st Svo, cloth, jx, 
Phantastejl A Faerie Romance. With 25 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown Svo, clotli extra, jx. 6ii 
Heather and Snow t A NoreL Crovrn Svo, dotli extra, sx. 6J. ; post SVO, illustrated boards, 2s. 
m|th» A Romance. SECOND Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6x. 

MacHse Portrait Qallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Cltarac- 

ters t 85 Portraits by Daniel MACLISB : with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, Blbliosrraphicat. 
iitid Anecdotal— ilJUstrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by Willia:.: 
Ba tes, B.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, V- 6d. ^ 

Macquoid (Mr^.), Worlcs by. Squafe 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
In the Ardennes. With sp inu5tratIons by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and BrittaxuT. S4 lllusts. by T. R. Macquoid. 
Through NOrmandy. With 93 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map. 
Ahont yorhShire. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQltOiP. 

Magfidlain's Q^n Bopk, Tlie: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 

EdUed by W. H. CREAtBR. With «oo Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4^. 6rf. ^ 

Magic LaiftcSm, Tlie, a6d its Management : Ibcluding full Practical 

Directions, gy T. C. HhpWorth. With lo lUitstrations. Crown Svo. ts. ; cloth, is. 60. 

Magfia Qhhtta : Aii Ex^ct Facsimile of th§ Original in the British 

Musetim, 3 feet by a fett, yfVh Anna antl Serfs embliatfoned in p^d and Cql!bui% y. ^ 

Mallbfy (Sir Thomas). ^ ATort d' Arthur: The Stories of King 

Arthtir and of tfte Knights of the Round Table. (A Sefectidn.) Edited by B. MotrrdtOMfiRiB Ran- 
KING. Post 8vo. doth limp. 8f. 

Mallocic (W. H.),.Worlcs by. 



Th( 

Th( 



le Mew RepQblle.' Post Svo, cloth, sr. 6d.; picture boards, as. 

m Mtw Paal and Virginia t Posluvlsm on an Island. Post Svo, cloth, ts. 6d. 



VOtBli SmaU 4to, parchnent, 9t, | Ii JLtft Worth Living 7 Crown Ito. cloth extra, is 



'^ CHATTO ft WINDUS, PuhUgnerw, iii ^t. Martin's Une, London, W.C 
Margueritte (Paul and Victor),— The Disaster. Translated by 

Frederic Lees. Crown 8vo. doth, y. td. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

a nd Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of William Gifford, Edited 

by CoL CUKNiNgHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus- 

trated boards, ax. ; cloth limp, gj. &/. ____^ 

Max O'Rell.— Her Royal Highness Woman. Fourth Edition. 

Crown evo. cloth, y. 6rf. 

Meade (L. T.J, Novels by. 

A Soldier of Fovtane. Crow n 8vo. cloth, y. &/. ; post 8vo , Illustrated boards, as. 
Crov.-n 8vo. cloth, y. M. each. 

Th« Yolee of the Chftrm«p. with 8 illustrations. I A Boa of Ishmaol. 

la aa Ipoa Grip. | Ou th* Brink of a Chasm. I An Advaatuvess. 
The Sirea. I The Way of a Womaa. J The Bine Dlamoad. 

Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By L . T. Meadr and Clifford Halifax, M.D. 

Crown Bvo. cloth, g^ilt top, 6i-. each. 
This Tronblesome World. SECOND Edition, i A Btamble by the Way. [Shorfy . 

Merivale (Herman).— Bar, Stage, and Platform: Autobiographic 

Memories. Demy Bvo, cloth, t2s. __^ {Shortly, 

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 

The Man who was Good* Post 8vo, picture boards, aj. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. (ui. each. 
Thle Stage of Pooli. | Cynthlai A Daughter of the Philistines. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. Sweet and J. Armoy Knox. With 865 lUustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth eartra. 7J. 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each. 

Touch and Oo« | Mr. Dorilllon. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fen wick).— Physiology for the Young; or. The 

House ot Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3J. 6d, 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth, is. 6d, each. 

The Hytfiei^e of the Skin. With Directions for Diet. Soaps, Baths, ^Vines. &c. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of Life, and thei r Relation to Diseases of the Skin. ^ 

Mlnt o (Witi.).— Wai^he Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6 d. 
Mitchell (Edmund), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each. 

The Lone Star Rush, With 8 lUustrations by Norman H. Hardy. 

Only a Nigger. ^ js/tgrtiy. 

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each," 

The Oan-Ranner t A'Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. WOOD. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. with aProntispiece by Stanley l. wood. 

The Ring's Assegai. With Six full-page Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. 

RensbaV Fannlng'S Qnest. With a Frontispiece by STA NLEY L. WOOD. 

The Trlqmph of Hilary Blachland. Crown 8vo. cigth, gilt top. 6f. 

Molesworth (Mrs.).— Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

y. 6d, { post ^o> Illustrated t>pards, ss. 

Moncrleff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

With Seyen Etchings by JOHN fETTiE, W. Q. Orchardson, T. Macwhirter, Colin Hunter, 
R. MACBETftand TOM GRAlfAM. Imperial 4to. biickram. 8U. 

Montagu (Irving).— Things I Have 5een in War. With i6 full- 

p age Illust r ations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Epicurean ; and Alci^phrpn* Post 



! AlCJ^phron* ^ost 8vo. hair-bounA, er. 

. ncludihg Suppressed Passages from the Mt 

by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait Crown 8vo, doth extra, js. 6d. 



Prose and Verse; Including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Edited 
■ ~" htoi • " - . - 



Morrow (W. C.).— Bohemian Paris of To-Day. With io6 lUustra- 

tions by EdoUARD CtrcUEL. Small demy Bvo. cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Muddock (J. E.), Stories by. 

Crown 870, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 
Maid Harlan and Robin Hood. With 1^2 Illustrations by STANLEY WOOD. 
Baslle the Jester. With Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. 
Young Lochlnvar. I The Go lden Idol. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. each. 

The Dead Man's Secret. \ Fro m the Bosom of the Detp* 

stories Weird and Wonderful. Po&t 8vo. illustrated boards, zs. ; cloth, ts. 64. 



CHATTO A WINDUS, PnblUhefs, m St. Martinis Une, London. W.C. i^ 
Murray (D. Christie), Noveis by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6d. each ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, w. each. 



A Model Father. i Bob Martin's Little Girl. 

Old Blaser'e Hero. Time's Re vendee. 

Cynle Fortune. Frontlsp. A Wasted Grime. 

By the Gate of the Sea. In Direst Peril. 

A Blt^f Human Nature. Mount Despair. 



A liife's Atonement. 
Jokaph'a Coat. la Illusts. 
, Coals of Fire. 3 Illusts. 
Val Strange. 

Heatts. , ^ 

The Way of tha World. F irst Person Blpg nlar. | A Capful o* Nails. 

The Mailing of a Novelist 1 An Experiment in Autobiography. With a Collotype Portrait Ct. 

8vo, buckram, y.6cl. . _ . . 

My Contemporaries In Plct lon«. Crown 8to. buckram, y . 6d. 

Cro^m 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d, each. 
This Little World. I A Race for Mlllloni. 

Tales In Prose and Tertff* With Frontbpiece t^ ARTHUR Hof^KiNS. 

Bis Own Ghost. {Skprtly. 

Crown 8ro, cloth, gilt top. 6s. each. 
The Chijiroh of , Humanity. | Despair s Last Journey. 

Murray (D. Ciiristie) and Henry Uernian, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d, each; post8vo. illustrated boards, as. each. 
One TravelUr Returns. 1 The Bishops* Bible. 
Paul Jones's Allasr&c. With Illustrations by A. Fore5tier and G. Nicolet. 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, 2t. 6d. each. 
A Game o f Bluff. t A Song of Sixpence. 

Newbolt (H.).— Taken from tlie Enemy. Post 8vo, leatherette, is. 
NIsbet (Hume), Boolcs by. 

• Bail Up.* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, *r. 

Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 s. 

I«esSOns In Art. With ai Illustrations. Crown 8vo, clotli e7tra. gj. 6rf. 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. ei.-each ; post 8vo^ 

picture boards, sx. eadu 

Saint' Ann's. ^ 

Billy Belle V. With a Frontispi ece by F. H. Townsenp. 

Miss Wentworth's Idea. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Oalcley (John).~A Gentleman In Khaki: A Story of the South 

African War. Demy 8vo. picture cover, xs. 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. PostSvo, illustrated boards, 25. eachT 

Doctor Rameau. | A Las t Love. 

A Weird Girt. Crown 8v cloth, y.6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, as. 

Love's Depths. Translated by l\ ROTH\yELL. Crown 8vo, clotli, 35. 6 d. 

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Primrose Path. I Whiteladies. . 

Tha Greatest Heiress la En gland. 

Tba Sorceress. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3J. 6d. 

d'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 

Fcap. 9vOt cloth extra, 7^. 6<i. each. 

Music and Moonlight. | Songs of a Worker. 

Lays of Prance. Crown 8to, cloth extra,- xos, 6d. 

Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. ea. 



Held In Bondage. 
Tricotrin. 

Btrathmore. | Chandos. 
Oeeil Castlemaine's Gage 



Under Two Flags. 
Puck. I Idalla. 
Folie-Farlne. 



In Haremma. I Wanda. 
Bimbl. I Syr;!n. 
Frescoes. I Othmar. 
Princess Napraxino.. 
Guilderoy. I l^uilmo. 
Two OfCenders. 
Santa Barbara. 



A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. i Stgna. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. I Friendship. 
A Village Commane. 
Moths. ! Piplstre ilo. 
POPULAR EDITIONS. Mediufii 8v0. 6^. c.icJi ; doUi, if. each. 

Under Two Flags. | Moths. 

^ . . _ _ Medium Svo, 6d. ench. 

Held In Bondage. | Puck. 

The Waters of Bdsra. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Wisdom, Wit. and Pathos, selected from the Works of Ouida by F. Sydney Morris. Tost 
8vo, cloth extra, y.— CHEAP EPitlON. illustrated boar ds, as. 

Page (H. A,).--Thoreau: His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 

8vo. cloth, as. 6d. 

Pand uf angHari; or. Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

BartLB FrbRE. Post 8ro, illustrated boards, gj. __,.«__„ 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

Int roduction and Note^by T. M'Qrie. P.P. Post Svo. lialf-cloth. ss. 

Paul (Alargaret A.).— Gentle and Simple. Crown Svo, cloth, with 

Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON, y. 6cl,; post 8to. illustrated boards, 2S. 



i» CHATtO & WINDUS, PublUheM, iti St. Martin's Lane, Londoa, W.C> 
Payn (James)^ Novels by. 

Crowu 8ro, cloth extra, y. id. each ; post 8ro. niastrated boards, as. each. 
liost Sir Mas8in<berd< 
A County Family. 
Lmj Black than Ws'rtt Painted< 



By Proxy. | Fof Cash Only. 

Hl^ta SpiritB. 
A Confidential AiC«nt. \^'ith X2 liiitsts. 
A Crape from a Thorn. With X2 liiusts. 



The Family ScapegradB* 

Holiday Tasks. 

The Talk of the Town. With 13 Qlustt. 

The Mystery of Mlrbridtfe. 

The Word and the Will. 

The Burnt Million. 

Bunny Stories. I A Trylntf Patlenti 



Homoroas Stories. | From Eiile. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Bentlnok's Tutor, t Walter's Word. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Like Father. Like Bon. « 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Carlyon's Year. | Cecil's Tryst. 

Murphy's Master. At Her Mercy* 

-|of Cly- 



Post 8vo illustrated boards, sx. each. 



Found Dead^ [ Ow^ndotlne's Harreal 

Mirk Abb^v- I A IHarioQ RMldccCS* 

Th'j Cancii a Wardt 

Noi Wocetl, But Won. 

Tvva tiurA(Jred FDundi Raward> 

TI11C! Bcikt of HuflbanitB^ 

Ft]|3lE*,n Fortvnea. Kli: A MBmory* 
Unrler One Rottt, \ GittvvaoTm 'X'lubSi 
A Prince at the Blood. 



The Clyffards of Clyffe. 

Borne PrlvaU Views. 

A Modem Dick Whittintfton ; or. A Patron of Letters. With a Portndt of the Author. Crows 

8vo, cloth, y. 6ct. 
In Peril and Privation. With 17 Illustrations. Crown 8ro, cloth, y. 6d. 
Notes from the * News.* Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. 

Payne (Will).— Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6i. ea. 

Pack on Pegasus. With iiinctrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-paffe Illustrations by G. DU MaURIER. 
The Muses of Mayfair : Vers de Society. Selected by H. C. PENNELL. 

Ph-?lp8 (E. Stuart), ^Works by.. Post 8vo, cloth, is.6d. each. 

An Old Maid's ParadlM. | Burg lars In Paradise. 

Beyond the Gates. Post 8vo. picture cover. IX. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Jack the Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. Rf.ED. Cro\vn 8vu. cloth« iJ. 6te. 

Phil May's Sketch- Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown 

folio, cloth, as. 6d. 

Phip50n (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown 8vo, art canvas, gilt top, 55. ea. 

Famous Violinists and Fine Violins. 

Voice and Violin ; Sketches, Anecdotes, and Reminiscences. 

Planche (J. R.), Works by. " ^ 

The Pttrsnlvant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8ro, cloth, js. &/. 
Sengs iind Poems, 1819-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. MackaRNESS. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6j. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 

Plutarch by^JOHN and WM. LANGJIORNE. and Portraits. Two Vols., dem y 8vo. half-cloth loj. 6d. 

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays. 

•VVith an Introduction by CHARLES BaUDELAIRH. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3J. 6(f. ;___ 

Pollock (W. H.).— The Charm, and other Drawing-room -Plays. By 

_ Sir WALTER BE5ANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK. With 50 Illustration s. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 6s. 

Pond (Major J. B.).— Eccentricities of Qenius: Memories of 

Famous Men and Women of the Platform and jthe Stage. With 91 Portraits. Demy 8vo. doth, xss. 

Pop e'g Poetical Works. Post 8\ro, cloth limp, 2s. 

Porter (John).— Kingsclere. Edited by Byron Webber. With ig 

full-page and many smaller Illdstratlons. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo. cloth. 7s. 6d. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 25. each. 

The Romance of a Station^ [The Bowl of Coantess Adrian. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each : post 8vo. boards, zr. each. 

awmaker. I Christina Char" -"'••- '^ 

BIrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 Illus trations by Robisrt Saube r. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^'. 6d. each. 



Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W. PAGET 



Malma. i Madame Izan. 

•As a Watch In the Night.* 



Price (E. C), Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. each. 

Yalentlna. I The Poreigh'eirs. | Mre. Lancasteg*« Rlyaf. 

Princess Olga.— Radha': A Novel. Crown'Svo. cloth extra, ts 
Pryce (Richard).— Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

wi& Ffontisplece by HAL LUDLOW. 31. 6d.\ post Sto, illustrated boards, ar. 



CHATTO A WINDUS, Publishers, m St Mrtln's Lane, London, W.C. 19 
Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 

Flowers of th« Sky* with 55 Illustrations. Small crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3;. 6d. 
Easy Star Iiessons* With Star Mai>s for every Night in the Year. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6f. 
Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6r. 

Satarn and its System. With 13 steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lar. 6d. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 
* The Universe of Sons. &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6f. 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown 8vo, is. 6rf. 

Rambosson (J,).— Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pitman. 

Wirh 10 Coloureq Plates and 63 Woodcut Illugtrations. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 

R andolph (Coh Q.).--Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown Svo, cloth, 75. td. 
Read (General Meredith). —Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne, 

and Savoy. With 31 full-page Illustrations. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 28J. 

Reade's (Charles) Novels. 

The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long primci 
cype, printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price 3*. 6</. each. 
I. Petf Wofflngtont and Christie John- 7- L^ve M« Lftt'n* I«oye me Long. 
-" 8. T ^rriage. 



stone, 
t. Hard Gash* 
I. The Cloister and the Hearth. Wl s 

Preface by Sir WALTER BF.SANT. 

4. * It is Never Too lAte to Mend.' 

5. The Coarse of Trae Love Never Did 

Bun Smooth; and Bingleheart and 
Doubleface. 
%> The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; A Hero and a Mar- 
tyr I and The Wandering Heir. 



9. Oi 

10. Full I Ptay. 

tz. pL!t Yaur^air In His Plaoe. 

12. A Turribiy T^stuptatlon. 

13. A SiEiipieion. 

14. A wom^pi'Hater. 

15. Tl^Q Jilt:* ;ir'j other Stories; and Good 

Stories o( Mao and Other Animals. 

16. A PerllDUB Beoret. 

n. ReadLiuia; mid Bible Charaoters. 



In Twenty-one Vo^'.jium, port SvOk i5]ii5lrLitH.J boaids, b-Th #acli 



Peg Wofflngton. I Christie Johr^stoua^ 

*It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

The Course of True Love Never Did Run 

Smooth. 
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack Df 

all Trades ; and James Lambert. 
Love Me Little* Love Me Long. 
Vhe Double Marriage. 
Ihe Cloister and the Hearth. 



IJu-d Ca.sh. i Grimth Gjiunt. 

FcMii FliLV. I Put Your Bul fin His Place 

A TOrrlbl^i TamiiC&tlon. 

A SlnnpletDrii^ 1 Tha WatniJeriDg Heir. 

A Woman -Hater. 

Slnglchon.rt and Iiool^ltifoicei 

GQ[^d 8torJ&a or Mdti nnd other Animals. 

The jut, aiiiJ ^.lJlCJ i.tiThiS, 

ft PftTiipm SoGr«t. I lt&D,dlana. 



Largb TYPb, Finb Paper editions. Pott 8vo. cloth, gilt top, or. net each ; leather, gilt edges, 3^ 

net each. 

Tha Cloister and tha Hearth. | »It is Ne ver Too Late to Mend.' 

POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium 8to, td. each ; cloth, u. each. 
Peg Wofllngton; a nd Christie Johnstone. 1 Hard Cash. 
Medium Svo, 6d. each. 
•It is Never Too Late to Mend.* I The Clo ister and the Hearth. 

Christie Johnstone. WithFrontbpiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. Svo, hair-Roxb.&r.&i 

Peg WoflBugton. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, hair-Koxburghe, 2x. (xi. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. In Four Vols., post Svo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER 

Brsant, and a Ftontispiece to each Vol., buckram, gilt top, dr. the set. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. New Illustrated edition, with xa fine Photogravures 

and too half-tone Illustrations by M. B. Hbwbrdine. Small 4to, cloth gilt and gilt tup, ic^. e<)'. 

net, lPre/ari>i£. 

Bible Charaeters. Fcap. 8to, leatherette, is. 

Beleetlons from the Works of Charles Beads. With an Introduction by Mrs. Alex. 
1 RE land. Post Svo, cloth lunp, as. 6rf. 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 

A RiOh Han's Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.6d. 

Weird Stories. Crown Svo. clo th extra, y. 6rf. ; post Svo. illu strated boards, as. 



Post Svo, iUustrated boards, as. eaclu 
Tht Uninhabited House. I Fairy Water. 

«. . . _ . _ . Her Mo- 



The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. I Her Mother's Darling. 

The Mystery in Palace Gardens. I The Nun's Curse. . | Idle Tales. 

Rlmmer (Alfred), Works by. Large crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d, each. 

Rambles Round Bton and Harrow. With 53 Illustrations by the Author. 
__ About Bngland with Dickens. With $8 Illustrations by C. A. Vanderhoop and A . Rimmfr. 

Rfves (Amelle, Author of 'The Quick or the Dead?'), Stories by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, sx. 6d. each. 
Barbara Daring. ^ | Merlel i A Love Story. 

Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe. With 37 Illustrations by 

GEORGH CruikSHANK. Post Svo. halfcloth. as. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Women are Strange. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

The Hands of Justice. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8to illustrated boards, as. 

The WQmati in the Dark. Crown Svo, cloth, zs. 60. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. «. 



ao CHATTO & WiNDUS, PubHshers, iii St Martin's Une, London, W.C. 

Robinson (Phil), Worlcs by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 
Th« Po«tf' Birds. I Th« Po«ta* Beasts. 
Ths P6^f and Nature; Re p tiles, Fighea, and Inaeoto. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from'Nonnandy wi^h WUliain the Conqueror, 1066. Printed in Gold and Colours, y. 

Rosengarten (A.).— A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans. 

lated by. W. Collett-SAND A RS. With 630 Illustrations. Crown 8yo. cloth extra. 7s. Cd. 

Ross CAJbert)!— A Sugar Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35, 6d . 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d, each. 

Poniana t Biddies and Jokes. With numerous lUustratioos. 

More Pnnlana. Profusely illustrated. 

Runciman (James), Stories by. PostSvo. cloth, 2s. 6rf. each. 

Graoo Balmaltfn's Bweethe aft. | Bobools & Scholars. 

Shippe rs and Shellbacks. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6rf. 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart. Post 8ro, picture boards, as. 
The Drift of Pate. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. 6.f. 



Russell (Herbert).-— True Blue; or, *The Lass that Loved a Sailor.' 

O-own 8vo, cloth, y. 6ti. 

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3£. 6d, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, «. each ; cloth liinp, «*. 6rf. each. 
Bound the Galley-Fire. 1 An Ocean Tragedy. 

In the Middle Watch. MLy ShipmateTouise. 

On the Fo'h*sIe Head. Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

A Voyatfe to the Cape. | The Good Ship • Mohock.* 

A Book for the Haihmoek. I The Phantom Death. 

The Mystery of the * Ocean Star.* | Is He the Man? I The Convict Ship. 

The Bomance of Jenny Harlowei | Heart of Oak. | The Xiast Bntry. 

The Tale of the Ten. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each", 

A Tale of Two Toiinels. \ The Dea th Ship* 

The Ship t Her Story. With 50 IlIu3trations by II. C. SEPPINGS WRIGHT. Small 4to, cloth, 6.f. 
The *• Pretty Polly " 1 A Voyage of Incident. With 19 lUustrations by G. E. ROBERTSON 
Lar ge crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, y. ^^ 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

_ _ , Crowii 8vo, cloth extra, xs. 6d. each ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, aj. each. 
A Fellow of Trinity, With a Note by OliviiR Wendell Holmes and a Frontispiece. 
The Jonior Dean. I The Master of St. Benedict's. I To His Own Master. 
Orchard Damdrel. | In th e Pace of the World. | The Tremlett Diamonds* 

„, _. _ Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, xs. 6d. each. 

The Old Maid's Bweethcart^^ | Modest Little Sara. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3r. 6d. each. 

The Wooing of May. I A Tragic Honeymoon. I A Proctor's Wooing. 

Fortune's Gate. | Gallantry Bower. i Bonnie Maggie I<audev. 

Mary Unwin. With 8 Illustrations by PERCY Tarrant. | Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 

Saint John (Bayle).— A Levantine Family. A New Editron." 

Crown 8vO, cloth, y. 6d. ~_ 

Sala (Qeorge A.).— Gaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

By E^-Cb!ef-Jtnspector CaVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, gf. ; cloth, gj. &d. ^ 

Secret Out, The : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Entertain- 

iiig Experiments in Drawing-room or 'White 'Magic. ByW.H.CRBMER. With 300 Ulustratioas. Crown 
8v6, floth eyt?y, js. 6d. 



Seguin (L. Q.), Works by, 

The CoiXntry of the Passion Pla 



. , Play (Oberammergaa) and the Highlands of Bavaria. With 

Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 
yalka in Algiers.^ \yith Xyo is^^ps and »6 Illustr|itions. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Senior (VVm^.~By^ Stireain and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth. 2s, 6d, 
Sergeant (Adeline)^ Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

Under False Pretences. _ ._ j . Dr. Bndloott'e Experiment. 

Shrakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

With Illustrations. c6loorcd and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown 4to. cloth gilt, y. 6d. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

, the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time. By WILLIAM J. ROLFE, 
LittD. A New Edition, with 12 lll-istrations, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND PASSAGES RE- 
FERRED TO. Crown 8vo. cloth yilt, y. 6.f. ^ 

Sharp (William}.— Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. 



CHATTQ 6l WINDU8, PubUghers, ill SU Martin'i Lane, London, W.C. ai 
Sfiel ley's (P^rcy Bysshe) Complete Works In Verse and Prose* 

Li ili^i.>d« Freratcd, and Aanatptcd by E. (LEAH K £ ll£F HE RD. Tlve Vai^i ticVrn &V0, ctPlE^, ^. tii, b^cIl 
PaatLCAl Wtrifkar kn Tbfcc Vols.: 

V(jL I. MroauoXon L^lUe iiJiiuf 1 I'ostliumonB Fra^(i]ajitsorT^tnfi;:ir«tNiLl]uljfln.| .'ih^lki' f Coito- 
J- it^^nr(e&L4 wilh St(>tk[^u!0 ; The WaJidL-ring Juw s Uuifiii Mtik wUh tl.u N^fLta^ Akstari 

" ami t^tLtrl^CJlTa ; Ro^Jinfi laad J-Lt;lcLt: llocrieLlieiia Olibuiilill AiJoti'iiiri (Sec 
i» H. Unn aildCylhflai The Lcncij JoUim aod MaJdalij; Sivetlftli't Iht TifiJUCi Tbo Wtlcll 6l 

III. Postli if iTLO'j-ii'H>cni«;TJjeMasLiueQf Anarchy; pji:! aihtr flfl'-c*. 
"1 Viaekm, in Two V£>li i 
»Q<. It The TwQi Rofh^wcelor^juxroci mil St. |rvi,Tns : ttse DubUti atnl Marlow FampTtrc^L* i A E.c:u 
tjti n GFri^vifin » Letters lo LtSijli ilunt, Rn^l w^inc Minor ^VrHJtijjsai'id FfLi-rmfrpt':' 
IL The tifSJyrr h«f t(*ril'r(im Abroa-d ; TrjnslijUfti;s aiul FiviermojUii cdiicJ by Mri ,SJfpt,I.$lv, 
_ With a^iogtJpJiy ut StieUty. aPd an I ride* ot tko I'rO^ WfffJi:^. ^__^__„ 

Sherard {R. H.).— Rogues: A NoveL Crown fivo, cbth, i^ r^ Vi- 
sile d doit* s (Richard^ Br insley) Complete^ Works, with Life aod 

Ajicc J OteS, i Liii] udjJij; ]j LT UHin u Lie VViiliJn;^ tiis W oits ji ^rLF-c arid pnciTry^ TfJmUlltjsia* Spe^cJifl I, 

An J ] Likes, Ctciivn £vh>, c'ljih, ^..fiiA 
TTia FctvaJHp The SahaoL for Saa^dnt, ami utJicr I'layE, Tu^r e^g, biiritvunl^j. 
ihfttldan'i Comedian; Tha Rivals i-n L The Sohool foi? S&andg.^ i-Jii^d. with aji Iiiinj- 

ftm^Lcn jnd NtU^j 1'j e.-'-^rJav, and J BiujtnpUiraE Js tetchy Ly U:j.\^JdH P. WA1-CEiriW:Ji, Ulth 
lIlLi'U-i^igna. Lit-HMV ^VL!,Jiiiir-]-3rc^]ia^nT. t?i. tn/. ^^ ^^ ^ 

ShJel (M. P.).— The Purple CJoiid. By the Author of "The Lord 

b t gi e 5<M ," C rQ wn fi f Q. <:] uth. it iU to^^ 6J. .^^___ . , \ Shartt yy 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, iacludln^ all 

LhdsD in ' Area. Mi/ Wrh ro^t^JL^ ^rrnvoiaMnrrtiductiL'ti;, Kciic-rf i"r.^ Ly tUo Keif, A, U, Cl-Lf^4KT» 

U. jJ. TtiiKfl Vo jfl,, c ro* rt g H' J , l I ■ ,■ 1 1 1 bi>;.i rd S 'jj, U^. t^acLt. ^ 

SI j^n boards ! Their Hiato/y, incln^mg Anec^doitsof Famous Taveriis aiid 

Kcinnik.-,L[e CJaracicrB^ Dy 7 Ar:->hi ] .ATL^VodO [xinJ JO! [:* CA Jiai^X llu n ii^^ Willi CiiJcurtd rrs-imii- 
|ji Cre af, i I, i^ i 1 1 Lt&tj J t ilju^f Cro '.i' rt K -ii, l 1 ^ 1 1 j l- 1 1 < j, if, Lv(* _^ 

Sims (deorge R,)> Works by. 

Post 8vo, lUuslrated boards ar. eacli ; cloth finip, sj. ^. each. 
The Rintf o* BeUe. l Dramiia of Iiife. With 60 lUustratlons. 
Hary Jane's Memoln* I Memoira of a Landlady* 
Tlnkletop*s Crime. I My Two Wives. 
Zeph: A Circus Story, &C. I Scenes from the Show* 
TsJer '' •"- " — ' •"»—•"-"'• -- 



Tales of To-day. | The Ten Commandments: Stories. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, ij. each ; cloth, is. 6(i. each. 
The Datfonet Reciter and Reader: Beinsr Readings and Recitations in Prose aii( 

selected from his own Works by GeorCB R. SUiS. 
The Case of George Candlemas. | Dagonet Ditties. (From T/te He/eree.) 



Crown 8vo, picture cover, ij. each ; cloth, is. 6(i. each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Beinsr Readings and Recitations in Prose and Verse, 
selected from his own Works by GeorCB R. SUiS. 

- - - ^fei 

How the Poor IilTei and Horrible London* With a Frontispiece by F. Barnard, 
Crown 8vo. leatherette, is. 

Dagonet Dramas of the D ay* Crown Svo, u. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6tl. each ; post 8t'o, picture boards, zx. each ; cloth Ihnp, sx. 6ii. each. 
Mary Jane Married* 1 Bogdes and Vagabonds* 1 Dagonet Abroad* 

Crown 8vo', clotli, si. Cd. each. 
Once noon a Christmas Time. With 8 Illustrations by Charles Grebn, R.1. 
In Londoii'S Heart : A ^ory of To-day. 
Withotit the Limelights Th&trical Life as it is. 
The Sm»H-part Lttdy, Ac. | A Blind Marriage* jSkortly. 

Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. With Four 

Illustr atiohs. Demy 8vo. picture cover, jd, ; doth. $<?. 

Sketchley (Artliur).—;A Match In the Park. Post 8vo, Ijoards, 25. 
Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6f . 6rf. 

Smart (Hawley), Novels by* " 

Crown Svo, cloth 3f . &/. each ; post 870, picture boards, ar. each. 
Beatrice and Benedick. 1 Long Odds. 

Without Lbve or Llceneo* | Thewagte r of Rathkelly* 

Crown 8to, cloth, si. 6d. each. 

The Oatslder f A Racing R abher* 

T he Plonger. Post Svo, pig^ure boards, 2j.. _ ,_ . . 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 

The Prince of Argolls* With tio Uluitrations. Post Svo, cloth extra, «. 6<i. 

The. Wooing of the Water Witch. With numerftus Illustratioiis. Post 8yo. cloth. 6s. 

Snazelleparilla. .Decanted by G* S. Edwards. With Portrait of 

G. H. SNAZELLH. and 65 f llustratiohs by C. LVALL. Crown 8vo. cloth, gj. 6d. 

Society in Lond6n* Crown Svo, 15. ; cloth. 15. Cid. 

Somerset (Lord Henry).— Sonzs of Adieu. Small 4to Jap. vel.,6*. 



aa CHATTO A WINDU8, Publishers, m St. Martfn't Lane, London, W.C. 
Spalding (T. A... LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 

on the Belief in the Ex&tence of Devils. Crown Syp. doth eattra, js, 

Speight (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boatda. ar. each. 
The HyaUrlAS of Heron Dyk«. I Tho XK>udwat«r Tragedy. 

By Devious Ways. &c. I BorSo's Romance. 



Hoodwinked J & Sandyeroft Hystsry. I QulUanes In Full. 
Tbs Golden Hoop. | Bac k to Life. I A Husba nd from the Sea. 
Tost 8vo, clotb limp, xs. fut. each. 

A Barren TUlo. | Wife or No Wife? 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, w. 6d. each. 
A Secret of the Sea. I The Grey Monk. | The Master of Trenaneei 
A Minion of the Moon t A Romauice of the King's Highway. 
Tha Secret of Wyrern Towers. 

The Doom of Siva. | The Web of Fate. 

The Stra nge Exp eriences of Mr. yersohoyle. 



Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 

by Walter J. morgan. Crown 4to. cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Spetti gue ( H. HQ.—The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
Stafford (John), Novels by. 

_ Dorla a n d I. Crown 8yo, cloth, y. 6d. \ Carlton Friors. Crown 8vo. doth , gilt top. 6j. 

Starry Heavens (The) : A Pobtical Birthday Book. Royal i6mo. 

cloth extra, 9S. 6d. 

Stedman (E. C.)»— Victorian Poets. Crown 8vj, cloth extra. 95. 
Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

Story of Richard TreGENNA. Bachelor of Medicine (Univ. Edlnb.) Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Stephens (Robert Neilson).— Philip Winwood : A Sketch of the 

Domestic History of an American Captain in the war of Independence: embracing events that 
occurred between and during the years 1763 and 1786, In New York and London; written by His 
Enemy in War, Herbert RUSSELL, Lieutenant in the Loyalist Forces, With Six Iliustrations 
by E. W. D. Hamilton. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3f. 6d, 



Sterndale (R. Armitage).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 

8vo, cloth, y. 6d. ; illustrated boards, as, ^^^ 




Familiar I 

The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by J. D. Strong. 

The Merry Men. 1 Underwoods: Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

yii^nlbns Puerlsqne, and other Papen. | Ballads. | Prlnoe Otto* 

Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 

Weir of Hermlston. | In the So ath Seas. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. Large Type. Fine Paper Edition. Pott 8to, 

cloth, gilt top, 2J. net ; leather, gilt edges, y. net. 
A Lowden Sabbath Horn. With st^ lUustrationt by A. S. BOYD. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, €s. 
Songs of Travel. Crown 8vo. buckram, 5^. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top. 6s. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2X. 

—Popular Edition, medium 8vo, td. 
The Suicide Club; and The Rajah's Diamond. (From New Arabian Nights.) %Vith 

Eigrht Illustrations by W. J, HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf. 
The Stevenaon Reader: Selections fromthe Writings of Robert LOUIS Stevenson. Edited 

by Lloyd OSBOURNE. Post 8yo, cloth, gj. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top, y. 6rf. 
Robert Louis Stevenson 1 A Life Study in Criticism. By H. BBLLYSB BAILDON. With 
Portraits. SECOND E DITIO N. REVIS ED. Crow n 8yo, buckram , g ilt top. 6f . 

Stockton (Frank RO.— The Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 

nume rous Ill u strations by VIRGINIA H. DaVISSON and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown 8yo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Storey (Q. A., A. R. A.).— Sketches from Memory. With 93 

Illustrations by the Author. Demy 8yo. cloth, gilt top, lax . 6d. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helbn and 

AT.TCR ZIM M ERN. Crown 8yo. cloth extra y. 60. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder.. Crown 

8vo . cloth extra , with 19 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, y. &/. : post 8vo, illustrated boards. iS. 

Strange Secrets. »Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flor- 

FNC H Marryat. &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. 

Strutt (Joseph). —The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England | includinjr the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, ^fummeries. Shows, &c.. from 
the Eirlicst Period to the Present Time. Edited l>y WILLIAM HoNE. With 140 Illustrations. Crowi> 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s, ^i. 
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Sundowner.— Told by the Taffrail. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 



Surtees (Robert).— Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's Hunt. 

With 79 lUtystrations by JOHN LEECH. A New Edition. Post 8yo, doth, ax. 

Swift's (Dean)tChoice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ' Gulliver's Travels.' Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^'. 6d. 
0ulUy«p*8 Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-bound, sx. 
Jonathan Swift : A Study. By J. Churtu.v Collins. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 8s. 

Swinburne (Algernon CO, Works by. 



Belaotions from the Poetical Works of 

A. C. Swinbarne. Fcap. 8vo 6s. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Ghastelard : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Poems and Ballads. First Sbries. Crown 

8vo, or fcap. 8vo. 9*. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Sbk. Cr.8vo,9J. 
Poems & Ballads. Third Series. Cr.8vo.7-r. 
Bongs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, los. 6d. 
Botnwell : A Trage'Jy. Crown 8vo, X2s. 6d. 
SontfS of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
George Chapman. iSee Vol. II. of G. Chap- 

MANS Works.) Crown 8vo. y. 6d. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, X2x. 
Ereohthens t A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, &r. 
Bongs of the Springtides. Crown 8vo. 6s. 



Studies in Bong. Crown 8vo. 7J-. 

Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, Zs. 

Tristram of Lypnesse. Crown 8vo. 9^. 

A Century of Roundels. Siuali 4to, 8x. 

A Midsummer Holiday. Crown 8vo, ^s. 

Marino Faliero : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Miscellanies. Crown 8vo. 12s. 

JLocrine t A Tragedy. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, ^s. 

The Bisters : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 7^ . 

Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. Svo. 9^. 

The Tale of Balen. Crown 8vo, ^s. 

Rosamund, Queon of tho Lombards : A 

Tragedy. SECOND EDITION, with a DEDICA- 
TORY POEM. Crown Svo, 6s. 



Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours : In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 

of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life of the 
Author by J. C. HOTTEN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van 

Laun. Four Vols., small demy Svo, cloth boards, 30J.— POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols., large crown 
Svo. doth extra. ly. 

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Clubr Burlesques of 

Modem Writers. Post Svo. cloth limp, ar. 

Taylor (Tom).vvHistorical Dramas: 'Jeanne Darc,' "Twixt Axe 

AND CROWN,' 'THE FOOL'S REVENGE," ARKWRIGHTS WIFE,' 'ANNE BOLEYNE,' 'PLOT AND 
PASSION.' Crown Svo, is. each. 

Temple (Sir Richard, O.C.5.I.).— A Bird's-eye View of Pictur- 

csque India. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

fhackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

_ Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown Svo, cloth ext ra, y. 6rf. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Krausse. 

_ With 340 Illustrations. Post Svo. cloth, is. 6d. 

Thomas (Annie), Novels by. 

The Siren's Web t A Romance of London Society. Crown Svo, cloth, y, 6d. 

Comrades True. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, dr. 

iThomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

The Violin-Player. Crown Svo , cloth, y. 6f. 



In a Cathedral City 



Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

The Son of the House. 



The House on the Soar: a Tale of Soutli Devon. SECOND Edition. 



Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of indolence. With Intro- 

duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post Svo, half-bound, 2s. 



Thornbury (Walter), Books by. 

The Life and Correspondence of J. M. 1 



I Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. 

Two Woodcuts. New and Revised Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, 35-. 6<j 
Tales for the Marines. Post Svo, illustrated boards, qs. 



With Eight Illustrations in Colours and 



Timbs (John), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

Clubs and Club Life in London t Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelrics. and 

Taverns. With 41 Illustrations. 
English Eccentrics and Eccentricities: Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes, 
Eccentric Artists. Theatrical Folk, & c. W it h 48 Illustrations. 

Troilope (Aiithony), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2^. each. 
The Way We Live How. | Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

Fran Frohmann. | Marlon F ay. \ The Land-Leaguers. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, qs. each. 
Kept In the Dark. I The American Senator, 

the Golden Lion of QvanpeM. I 



S4 CHATT O & WtNPU^, l>ublUherii, tit St. Martinis Lane, Lortdott, W.C. 
Troilope (Frances E.)f Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6ii. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. each, 
I«llie Ships upon the aea« I Mabel's Progres8« I Anne Furness* 

Troilope ( T. A.).— Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo. illust. bds., 2i> 
Twain's (Mark) Books. 

The Aathor'a Edition d« Loxa of fha Wo^ka of Hark Twain, in 33 Vohimes dimiied 

Tbe 



to 600 Numbered Copies for sale in Great Britain and its Dependencies), price ;^i3 xw. » 
Set ; or, tar. 6d. net 5er Volume, is now complete, and a detailed Prospectus may 09 had. 



bet ; or, tar. 6a. net per Volume, is now complete, and a detailed Prospectus 
First Volume of tiie Set is Sig ned by the Author, (sol d only in Sets.) 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION OF MARK. TWAINS WORKS. 
Crown 8»o, cloth e?rtra, y. (xi. each. 
Mark Twala*a Idbravv of Hamour. with 197 lUustrations by E. W. Ke&iblb. 



Crown 8»o, cloth e?rtra, ar. 6rf. each. 

travy of Hamoui*. with 197 Illustrations t^ _ 

Roagblng It ; and The bnocents at Home. With 200 inustmtions by F. A. FrASER. 



The Amerloan Glatmimt. With 81 Illustrations by Hal IIitrst and others. 

*Tha Adventares of Tom Sawyer. Withxnliiustrations. 

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 Illustrations by Dan Beaud. 

Tom Sawyer* Deteotlva. &c. With Photo^vure Portrait of the Author. 

Pndd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six lUlustrations by Louis LOEB. 

* A Tramp Abroad. Witb 314 Illustrations. 

*The Innocents Abroad % or, The New Pilsrrim's Progress. Wth 334 Ulusttotions. (The Two Shfl 

linsr Edition is entitled Mark Twain's Pleasore Trip.) 
4The Glided Age. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner With 2x2 Ilhistradons. 
*The Prlnee and the Pauper. With 190 Illustrations. 
*Llfe on the IfflsslsslppL With 300 Illustrations. 

•The Adventures of Xiuokleberry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. Kkmblb. 
*A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. With 220 liiustrations by Dan Bkard. 
*The^tolen White Blephant. i 'The £1,000»000 Bank-Note. 

The Choloe Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. Witb 

Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 

%• The books marked * may be had also In post 8vo, p icture boards, at ax, each. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, g^lt top, dr. each, 
Personal Reoolleetlona of Joan of Aro. With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du Mond. 
More Tramps Abroad. 

The Man that Corrupted H adleyburg, and other Stori es and Sketches. With a Frontispiece. 
Mark Twain's Sketches. Post Svo, illustrated boards, cj . 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress Juditii: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8ro, illustrated boards, gfc _____^_____ 

Tytler (Sarali), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, zs. each. 
Icady Bell. | Buried Diamon ds. I The Bla okhall Ghosts. | What She Came Throo^ 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2J. each. 

Cito^enne Jaoquelliie* I Baint Mungo's City. I Noblessa Oblige, i DIsappearedt 
The Bride's Pass. I Th e Huguenot Family. | Beauty and the Beast. 

Crown Svo, clotli, 3J. (>d. each. 

The Maedonald Lass* With Frontispiece. I Mrs. Carmiohael's Goddesses. 

The Witch- Wife. | Rachel Langton. I Sapphira. I A Honeymoon's Ecllpss. 

A Young Dragon. 
Three Men of Mark. Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top. 6s. {Shortly, 

Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

A Crown of Straw. Crown S vo. cloth. 6s. 

The Queen Against Owen. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. ; post 8to, picture boards, as. 

The Prince of Balk|stan» Post Svo, picture boards, gf. 



Vandam (Albert D.).— A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by 

J . Barnard Davis. Crown 8to. cloth. 3s. 6d. 

Vasllti and Bsther. By 'Belle' ofTke World, Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 

The Scorpion t A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece. 

With Zola In England: A St ory of Exile. With 4 Portrai ts. 

A Path of Thorns. Crowp Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. _ 

Wagner (Leopold). —How to Get on the Stage, and liow to 

_ Su cceed there. Crown evq, cloth, ar . €d. 

Watford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1902). 

Containing Notices of the Descent. Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than xs.ooo Distinjfuished 
Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town 



Waller (5. E.).— Sebastiani's Secret. With 9 lllusts. Cr. 8vo,cl..6y. 
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. With Memdirs and Notes 

by Sir IlAKRIS NICOLAS, and 6i lUustrations, Crown Svo, cloth antique. 7^- 6(i. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown Svo, hand-made paper and buckram. 6s. 

Warden (Florence), Novels by. 

jean the Curate. Cr. 8ro, cloth. 3s,6cl. | A Fight to a FlnUh, Cr. 8to, doth, gOt top, «i 



CHATTO A WINDUS, PublUhers, iii St« Martin't Lane, London, WX. as 
Warman (Cy).— The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the 

RaiL Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 

Warner (Charles Dudley).— A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra. 6s. [ 

Wassermann (MHias).— The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d. 
Warrant to Execute Charles 1. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on paper sa in. by 14 in. ss. 
Warrant to Bxeoute Mary Quoon of Soots. A Facsimile, including Queen Elizabeth<8 Sis^nar 
ture and the Grtat Seal, ss. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F. W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo . i s. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Werner (A.).— Chapenga's White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6ff . 
Westall (William), Novels by. 

Trast Money* Crown Bvo, c loth. 3s. 6d. ; post 8to, illustrat ed boards, ax. 
Grown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Ai a Oan Bova. I M. Red Bridal. I Am Lnok would baYO It. 

H er Ladyship's Secret* 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6(i. each. 

a Woman Tempted HTja* I Migel Forteacue. 
For Honour And Life. I Ben Clopgn. | Biroh 

5 ev Tvo Millions. I The Old Factory, 

wo Plnohea of Snuff. I Sons of Belial. 

With the Red Eagle. 



The Phantom City. 
Ralph Morbrecli's Trusts 
A Queer Race. 
Red Ryvlngton. 



Roy of. Roy's Court. With 6 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3>. 6d, 

■tranSe Crimes. (True StoriesO Crown 8vo. cloth, y- 6cl. 

T^e Old Factory. Popular edition. Medium svo. ed. 

Westbury (Atha).— The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 

mance of Maoruand. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Whishaw (Fred.).— A Forbidden Name : A Story of the Court of 

Catherine the Great. Crown 8yo. cloth, gilt top, 6j. 

White (Gilbert).— The Natural History of Selbornc. Post 8vo. 

printed oii laid paper and half-bound, gj. ^__^ 

Wilde (Lady).— The Ancient Legends, MystH Charms, and 

Superstitions of Ireland ; with Slcetches of the Irish Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Science in Short Chapters. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7^. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth, as. 6ct, 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 

A Vindication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 IHusts. Demy 8yo, doth extra, lax. 6d. 

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post 8vo. bds., 2 s. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Basy-gomg Fello-g. Crown Svo. doth, y. 6d. \ His Dead Past. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 359 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, -js. 6d» 

Iieaves from a Mataralist's Note-Book. Post 8to, cloth limp, 9s. 6d, 

Iteisure'fTime Studies. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth extra. 6x. 

Studies in Iiife and Sense. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth, 3;. &/. 

Common Accidents* How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown 8ro,u.; cloth, is.ed, 

CflijmPpso of Natnre. With 35 lUustration;?. Croyn Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ■ 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 

3f. each : doth limp, sf . 6d. each. 

Cavalry Life. | Regiment al Legends. 

Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. Library Edition, set in new type and hand- 
somely bound. Crown Svo, doth, 3^. 6d. 

A Soldier's Children. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. Thomson and E. Stuart Hardy. Crown 
Svo. dotl|^ extra, 3s. 6d. 

Wissmann (Hermann von). — My Second Journey through 

Bquatorfal Africa. With 9a Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, x6s. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post Svo, boards, 2s. each. 

The Passenger from Scotland. Yard. \ The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

Woolley (Celia Parker). —Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 
ology. Post Svo.cloth, 2j. 6d. 

Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by. I 

Caricature History of the Georges ; or. Annals of the House of Hanover. Compiled from 
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With 
over 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth, 3*. 6d. 

History of Carloature and of the Grotosaue In Art. Literature. Sculpture, and 
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A, Crown Svo, doth, js. 6d, 



36 CHATTO & WINDUS, PublUhers, in St. Martin's Lane. London, W.C. 
Wynman (Margaret).— My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 

J. Berna rd Partridge. Pos t 8vo. clot l i lim p, gj. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, each. 



[Skortly. 



Zola (Emile), Novels by 

Th« Joy iSt Lite. Edited by ERNEST A. ViZETHLLY. 

The Fortune of tVSi Rougons. Edited by Ernest A. Vizbtelly. 

Abba Mouret'i Transgression. Edited by Ernest A. Vizetelly. 

The Conquest' of Plassans. Edited by Ernest a. Vizetelly. 

Germinal; or, Master atid Man. Edited by ERNEST A. Vizetelly. 

The Honour of the Army, and other Stories. Edited by Ernest A. Vizetelly. 

His Excellenoy (Eugene Rougon). With an Introduction by Ernest A. Vizetelly. 

The Dram-Bhop<L'Assommoir). With Introduction by E. A. Vizetelly. 

The Fat and the Thin. Translated by ERNEST A. Vizetelly. 

Money. TransUted-by Ernest A. Vizetelly. i His Hasterpleee. iShortly. 

The Downfall. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. 

The Dream. Translated by Eliza chase. With Eight Illustrations by Jeanniot. 

Doctor Paseal. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY. With Portrait of the Author. 

Iionrdes. Translated by ERNEST A. Vizetelly. 

Rome. Translated by ERNEST A. Vizetelly. I Paris. Translated by Ernest A. Vizetelly. 

Frnltfulness (F6dondltA). Translated and Edited, with an Introduction, by E. A. VIZBTELLY. 

Work. Translated by ERNEST A. Vizetelly. 

With Zola In England. By Ernest A. Vizetelly. with Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3x. &/. 

'ZZ* (L.ZangwIII).— A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr.8vo,3s.6<^ " 
SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 



The Mayfair Library. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. W. per Volume. 

a /«_,jj,M.. t>.. 11, Tx A^ TtiatriciiAuBcaffUB. By JACOB LAEWOoa 

Oiireijtve*. L^y E. LvMn l^iNTON. 
Witch atori^i. Hy H, LVNPJ I,[NTOJ*^ 
Pa;il.i:Fi6a ftnd FJ^ysW, By K. MACCRHf^OR, 
Hew Paul ftiiiJ VU-ginUL By IV. H. MaLLOCI^ 
MusFj or Majfilr. Htiitetl by li. C, PEWWELL 
Tht'r.?n.ll r llts Lifia atiJ Aitua. By n. A,. PaOS. 
Puck OTi F«ff{i&aB. Uy II. C. PehNulU 
Pej^aaaj Zb-sadlted. by IL C ro.NfSELr- 
Pn iiL 1 a*. Uy 1 iv: I- i 1 u G H Hawi-KY, 
MoTif Punlana. Dy Ilc^n^ ttUGH TLowhWY, 



Qttlpi SBid Qoldditlei. By W. Di ADAMS. 

The Agony Oolnmn of * The Times.' 

A Jotmey Round My Boom. By X. ob M aistrb. 

Po«tlcal fiUfennitieB. By W. T. DOBSON. 

Th# CfipbonH Papen, By FiN-?-T!C. 

W. B. GUh'irt'd Playt TliT*:e Scnefir 

Songfl at ttlxh Wit und HumoDf. 

Asita4U and tiitir BCaatcri. tiy ^ir A HFJ.PS. 

EdoUI Pre«ur4 . Jty -S i f A . i j: ie r,F<f . 

Ai^tofTtit DrBrBAV/ut-TiiblB. ByO. W. HOLMES. 

GoiloiItleiDfCrmcSiTii. By H. J. JIZNN1NG& 

Pane U KDd F-llct te. Hy R , K h it r r. 

LltU«Euayi; fr.-.trt LAMH'f^ l.ElTrns. 

Jo rHMlcAngcdotgi . hy JACOB LAnwonp. 



By Btiparr. and 3(iit. Ey Wll LUM SEKIOR. 

'■:.i.3ral3ir -- - - - 



Le^v(!j 

ANi>K 



ilait'i Noi4-£aa^ 3f I^* 



The Golden Library* Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. per Volume. 
Bongs for Bailori. By W. C. Bennett. i Scenei of Country Life. By Edward Jesse. 

Livet of the Necromancers. By W. Godwin. Lift Mort d' Arthur : Selections from M allory. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By The Poetical Works of Alexander Pc^e. 

Oliver Wendell Holmes. Diversions of the Echo Cltth. Bayard Tai lor. 
Tale for a Chinmey Comer. By Leigh Hunt. I __^_«. . 

Handy Novels. Pcap. Svo, cloth boards, zs. 6^^. each. 
Dr. PalUser's Patient. By Grant Allbn i Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. E. COLBRIDCB. 

Monte Carlo Stories. By Joan Barrett. | The Old Maids Sweetheart. By A. ST. Aubyn. 

Black Spirits and White. By R. A. CRAM. ( Modest Little Sara. By Alan St. AUByn. 

My Library. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, ««. 6d. each. 
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. i Christie Johnstone. By Charles Reads. 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. Peg Wofllngton. By Charles Reade. 
Citation of William Shakspeare. W. S. Landor. ' ^ 



The Pocket Library. Post 8vo. 

Gastronomy. By BRILLAT-Savarin. 
Robinson&ttsoe. inastrated by G. Cruikshank 
Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Pi^ofessor 

at the Breakfast-Table. By O. W. HOLMES. 
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal. 
Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. Ollier. 
The Barber's Chair, By DOUGLAS Jerrqld. 



printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each. 
The Essays of Eiia. By Charles Lamb. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob larwooo. 
The Epicurean. &c By Thomas Moorb. 
Plays by Richard Brinslby Sheridan. 
Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean SWIFT. 
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated. 
White's Hatozal History of Selbome. 



POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS. 



The Orange QirL By Waltbr Bbsa.nt. 
AU Sorts and Conditions of Men. By Walter 
B'esant. [and James Rich. 

The Golden Butterfly. By Walter Bbsant 
The Deemster. By Hall Cainb. 
The Shadow of a Crime. By Hali. Caimb. 
ASonofHiikgar. By Hall Cainb. 
AntoninaTBy Wilkie Collins. 
The Moonstone. By WiLKiB Collins. 
The Woman in White. By Wilkib Collins. 
The Dead Secret. By Wilkih Collins. 



The New Magdalen. By WiLKiB eOLLlNS. 
Held in Bondage. By OUIDA. 
Moths. By OUIDA. I Puck. By OUIDA. 
Under Two Flags. BvOuida. 
Peg Wofllngton; and Christie Jolustone. By 
Charles Rbadb. [Rbadb. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. By Charles 
Never Too Late to Mend. By Charles Rbadb. 
Hard Cash. By Charles rbadb. 
New Arabian Nights. By R. L. Stevenson. 
The Old Factory. By William Wbstall. 



The 5t. Martin's Library. Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net each ; leather, 3S- net each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. By Chas. Rbadb. | ' It is Never Too Late to Mend.' By Ch. Rbadb. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. By Robert Louis Stevbnson. 



CHATTO & WiNtAJS, Pufelishers. iii St. Martin's Lane. London. W.C 2^ 

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Library Editions of NovELS.many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 



A liiiht with Pat«. 
A Ooldeu Autumn. 



By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 

V&lerle's Fate. | Barbara. 

A Life Interest. 

Mona 8 Choice. 

B? Woman'! Wit. Mrs.Crlchton'BCredltor. 

The Cast or Her Pride. I The Ctep-mother. 

A Missing Hero. 
By F. M. ALLEN. -Green as Grau. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 
PhiUatia. | Babylon. The Great Taboo. 



Strange Stories. 

For Miiimie s Sake, 

Tr all Stiaaes, 

The fie-jkoning Hand. 

lh« DavU'aDie. 

This Mortal Cell. 

The Tents of Hhem. 

By M.ANDERSON. 



Dnmaresq's Daughter. 
ijQchess of Powysland. 
Blood Fvoyal. 
I. Greets Masterpiece. 
The Scallywag. 
At Market Value. 
Under Scaled Orden. 
Othello's Occupation. 



By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 

Phra the Fhoenician. I Constable of St. Nicholas. 

By ROBERT BARR. 
In a Steamer Chair. 1 A Woman Intervenes. 
From Whose Bourne. | Revenb'e I 

By FRANK BARRETT. 
Woman of li-onBracelets. i Under a Strange Mask. 
Fettered for Life. A Missing Witness. 

The Harding Scandal. | Was She Justified t 

By * BELLE.'— Vashti and Esther. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 



Eeady-MonerMortiboy. 
My Little Girl. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. < 
The Golden Butterfly.^ 
The Monks of Thelema. 



By Celia'i Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Ten Tears' Tenant. 



By Sir WALTER BESANT. 



All Sorts & Conditions. 
The Captains' Room. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. | Holy Rose 
World Went Well Then. 
Children of Oibeon. 
Herr Paulns. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 
The Revolt of Man. 
The Bell of St. Paul's. 

The Charm. 

By AMBR05B BIERCE-liiKidBt of Life. 
By HAROLD BINDLOSS.AIasUei Ju Ju. 

ByM. McD. BODKIN.—DoraMyrl. 
By PAUL BOURQET.— A Living Lie. 
By J. D. BRAY5H AW.— Slum Silhouettes. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN 



Armorel of Lyonesse. 
S.Eatherlne's bv Tower 
Verbena Camellia, Ac. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Queen. 
Dreams of Avarice. 
In Deacon's Orders. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuge. 
A Fountain Sealed. 
The Changeling. 
The Fourth Generation 



Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
Ood and the Man. 
Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Charlatan. 



The New Abelard. 
Matt. I Rachel Dene 
Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 
Red and Wliite Heather. 
Ladv Kilpatrick. 
Andromeda. 



R. W. CHAMBER5.-The King in Yellow. 
By J. M. CH APPLE.— The Minor Chord. 

By HALL CAINE. 
Shadow of a Crime. | Deemster. | Son of Hagar. 
By AUSTIN CLARE.— By Rise of River. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE- 

Paul PerroU. I Why Paul Perron KiUed his Wife. 

By ANNE COATES.—Riea Diary. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 



The Red Sultan. ^ 

By WILKlfi 

Armadale. (AfterDark. 
No Name. lAntonina 
Basil. imdaandSeek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
$Gr MliceUanies. 



The Burden of Isabel. 
COLLINS. 
The Woman in White. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Haunted HoteL 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Kiu Flach. 



By WILKIE COLLlNS-coutimicd. 



Miss or Mrs. 7 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Two Destinies. 
• I Say No.* 
Little Novels. 
The Fallen Leaves. 



Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain. 
A Rogue's Life. 
Blind Love. 



By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 

Blacksmith & Scholar. I You Play roe False. 
The Village Comedy. | Midnight to Midnight. 
M. J. COLQUHOUN.-EverylnohSoliUer. 

By HERBERT COMPTON. 
The IniTultable Mrs. Masslngham. 

By E.H.COOPER.-Oeoifory HamUton. 
By V. C. COTES.— Two Girls on a Barge. 

By C. B. CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 
His Vanished Star. 

By H. N. CRELLIN. 
Romances of the Old Seraglio. 
_ By MATT CRIM. 

The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 
_, By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 
Tales of Our Coast. 



CROKER. 

The Real Lady Hilda. 

Married or Single ? 

Two Masters. 

In theEingdom of Kerry 

Interference. 

A Third Person, 

Beyond the Pale. 

Miss Balmaine's Past. 

Terence. 



By B, M. 

Diana Harrington. 

Proper Pride. 

A Family Likeness. 

Pretty Miss Neville. 

A Bird of Passage. 

Mr. Jervis. 

Village Tales. ^ 

Some One Else. | Jason. 

Infatuation. 

By W. CYPLES.— HewtsofGold. 
By ALPHONSB DAUDET. 
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation. 
H. C. DAVIDSON. -Mr. Sadler's Daughters 
By E. DAWSON. -The Fountain of Youth. 
By J. DB MILLE.— A Castle in Spain. 
By J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Oar Lady of Tears. I Circe's Lovers. 

By HARRY DE WINDT. 
True Tales of Travel and Adventure. 
By DICK DONOVAN. 



Tales of Terror. 
Chronicles of (Michael 
Danevitcb. IDetective. 
Tyler Tatlocs, Private 



Man from Manchester. 
Records of Vincent Trill 
The Mystery of 
Jamaica Terrace. 

Deacon Brodie. 
By RICHARD DOWLINQ. 
Old Corcoran's Money. 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Firm of Girdlestone. 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 
A Daughter of To-day. I Vernon's Aunt. 
By A, EDWARDES.— A Plaster Saint. 
By Q. S. EDWARDS.— SnazeUeparilla. 
By Q. MANVILLE FENN 



Oorsed by a Fortune. 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
The New Mistress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The !nger Lily. 
The White Vfrgin. 
Black Blood. 
Double Cunning. 
Bag of Diamonds. &c. 



A Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle 
Master of Ceremonies. 
Eve at the Wheel, &c. 
The Man with a Shadow 
One Maid's Mischief. 
Story of Antony Grace. 
This lean's Wife. 
In Jeopardy. [n<ng. 
A Woman Worth Win- 



By PERCY FITZGERALD. -FatalZero 
By R. E. FRANCILLON. 

One by One. I Ropes of Sand. 

A Dog and his Shadow. Jack Doyle's Daughter. 

A Real Queen. | 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 

By GILBERT GAUL. 
AStrange Manuscript Found in a Copper Oyliader 



By JUSTIN McCarthy. 

AFalrSaic 



PoDBa Qoijcote. 
Miiid cf Athens. 
The Copaet of a BeaBon. 
The Dictator. 
Red Diamond*. 
The Biddle Bing. 
The Three Disgraces. 



A Soldier of Fortune. 
In an Iron Grip. 
Dr. Rnnuey'8 Patient. 
TbeVoipe of theCharmer 
Ah Adventtiress, 
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The Piccadilly (3/C) NoyzLS—continued. 
By PAUL QAULOT.— The Red Shirts. 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. I The Ooldeh Shaft. 

Loving a Dream. The Braes of Tamnr. 

CfHlghDeg^e 

By E. QLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. I The Golden Hock. 

FairCktlonist I Fosslcker Tales from the VeUL 

By E. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayne. 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. I Eve. 

CECIL GRIFFITH.-Corlnthia Marazioa. 

By A. CLAVERING GUNTER. 
A Florida Enchantm.ent. 

By OWEN HALL. 
The Track of a Storm. I Jetsam. 

By COSMO HAMILTON. 
Glamour ot Impossible. I Through a Keyhols. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. ^^^ 
By BRET HARTE. 
A Waif of the Plains. A Protegee Of Jack 
A Ward of the Golden Hamlin's. 

Gate. [Springs. Clarence. 

A Sappho of Green Barker's Luck. 
Col. StarboUles Client. Devils Ford, [celelor.' 
BxiSf. I Bally Dows. The CrTJsade of the * Ex- 
Bell-Ringer of Ankel's. Three Partners. 
Tales ofitaU and Town Gabriel Conroy. 

By JULIAN HA^WTHORNE. 
Garth. | Dust. 1 Beatrix Randolph. 
EUice Qnentin. David.P.ofhdexter s Dls- 

Bebistian Stroma. appearance. 

Fortttne'sTool. • Spectre of Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS.— IviwdeBlron. 
By I. HENDERSON.— Agatha Page. 
By G. A. IIENTY. 
Dorothy's Donble. | Toe Queen's Cup. 

By HEADON HILL. 
Zambra the Detective. 
By JOHN HILL* The Common Ancestor. 

By TfGHE HOPKINS. 
"Twist Love and Duty. | Nngents of Corrlconna. 
The Incomplete Adveainrer. ) Nell Haffenden. 
VICtOR HUGO. -The Outlaw of Iceland. 
FERGUS HUME.-Lady from Nowhere. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
A Mental Stmgcrle. 1 A ifalden all Forlorn. 
Lady '7emei''s Flight The Coming of Chloe. 
The Red-House Mystery Nora Creina. 
The Three Graces. An Anxious Moment. 

Professor's Experiment April's Lady. 
A Poin€ of Conscience, i Peter's Wife. I Lovice. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. Mrs. Juliet. 

By C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE. 
Honour of Thieves. 
By R. ASHE KING.-A Drawn Game. 
By GEORGE LAMBERT. 
The President of Bdravla. 

r LEPELLETIER. 

Mail ■■.-."•■ ;■.!■• , 
By ADAM L I L I i U RN.rA Tr|«edy In Marble 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 
RhcKia Bcrij^rti. | The Jacobite. 

By HENRY W. L UCY. --Gideon neyce. 
By B. LYNN LINTQN. 



jkon. 

Linley Rochford. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Cooiola. 

Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
Miss Misanthrope. 

By JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY. 
A London Legehid. i The Royal Christopher 

By GEORGE MACDONALP. 
Heather and Snow. | Pbantastes. 

VV. H. MALLOCK.-TheNawllepnbUc. 

P.&V. MARGUERITTE.-The Disaster. 

By L. T. MEADE. 

"— "— On Brink of a Chasm. 

The Siren. 

The Way of a Woman. 
A son of I»hmael. 
The $lue Diamoi&d. 
By LEONARD MERRlCK. 
This Stage of Fools. | Oyhthia. 

By BERTRAM MITFORD. 
The Gun Runner. | The King's Assegai. 

LuckofGerardRidgeley. | Rensh. Fanning 'sQuest 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 
Hatberconrt Rectory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. | Golden IdoL 
Basile the Jester. ' | Young Lo«hinvar. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Life's Atonement. - . .. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coah of Fire. 

Old Blazer's Hero. 

Val Strange. I Hearts. 

A Model Father. 

By the G&td df the Sea. 

A Bit 0/ Humun Nature. 

Fii^t Person Sizt^n^lair. 

Cynic Fortune. 



The Way of the World. 
BobMarUn'B Little Girl 
Time's ReVenges. 
A~ Wasted Crime. 
In Direst Peru. 
Mount Despair. 
A Xi^pm 0' j^ails. 
T«3es.ln Prose & Verae 
A Race focMiUiona 
ThitUtUeWorld. 
Ghost. 



Under which Lordt 
■My LpTflf I ion*. 

Sawing the WEmd. 
Witb a Silken TUicifll 
the World W*U Lwt- 



The A^^ement of Leam 

Dundias. 
Tl^e 09^ Too Many. 
DttleieEverton. 
Rebel of the Family. 
An Octave of Friends. 



By MURRAY abd HERMAN. 

The Bishops' Bible. t ^^^1 Jones's Alias. 
One Traveller Returns. I 

By HUME NISBET—'BiJlTTpl' 

By \V. E. NORRIS. 

Saint Anns. IBmyBellew. 

Miss Wentworth's Idea. 

By G. OHNET. 

A Weird Gift. | Love's Depths, 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.-^The Borceraaa. 

By OUIDA. 



Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. | Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. (Gage. 

CecU Castlemaine's 
Tricotrin. | Puck. 
Folio Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pa«carel. | Signa. 
Princeft Napraxine. 

Two Wooden Shoes. 

The Waters of Edera. 
By MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massmgtjierd. nie^Talkof the Town. 
The Pajjally Scapegrace 



In a WlnterOlty. 
Friendship. 
Moths. I Rnfllno. 
Piplstrello. | Ariadno. 
A village Commune. 
Bimbi. I Wanda. 
Frescoes. | Othmar. 
In Maremma. 
Syclin. 1 Oidlderot- 
Santa.Barbara. 
Two Offenders. 



A Cdunty Family. 
Less Black than We're 



Painted. 
A Cpn^dentiial Agent 
A Grape froih a Thorn. 
In leim ahd pnvaiioh. 

Mjwtery of Mirbridge. 
High 8plrtt#: iBysProxy. 

By WILL PAYNE. -Jerry the Dr«»mir. 



Holiday Tasks. 
For CashOhly. 
The Burnt Million. 
Tlie Word«ad the WiU. 
Sann^ ^tWies. 
A Trying Patient. 
A Modem Dick Whit- 
tington. 



CHATTO & VVINDUS. Publisher^, in St Martinis tane, London. W.C. 29 



The Piccadilly (3/6) Hovels— continued. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRABD. 

Ontlaw ftnd L&wmftker. | Un. Trens kiss. 
Chriitin* Cliard, I Nvtan*. | Mad&mc lean. 

' Ai a Watch la the Night.' 

By E. C. PRICE. 

V&lentma. | Foreignen. I Mm. Lancaster's SIval. 

By RICHARD PRYCB. 
UlBS Mazwall'i Affectioiu. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 
Weird StoriM. | A Bich ICan's Davfihttr. 

By AMBLIE RIVES. 

BartMura Duruig. | MerieL 

^y P. W. ROBINSON. 

The RaucU of Joitice. | Woman in the Dark. 

By ALBERT ROSS. -A Sugar Prinoeu. 

By HERBERT RUSSELL. True Bln« 

By CHARLES READE. 



Peg Wofflngton; and 

Ohrivtie Johnstone. 
Hard Cash. 
Cloister d the Hearth. 
Kever Too Late to Mend 
The Conrso of True 

Lore ; and Single- 
heart d Oonbleface. 
Autobiography of a 

Thief; J^ck of all 

Trades ; A Hero and 

a Martyr; and The 

Wandenng Heir. 

J. RUNCIMAN.-Skippers and Shellbacks. 
By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

Haisnil th! Ga.IlpyTlr«, 

1 lfJ]iaro'k"i]e Head 



Orlfflth Gannt. 
L0T« Little, Love T.ong. 
The Dc>i!i9le ^k:i'lsir>:H 
Poul n^y. 

Put YTjielfin ma Ha;'* 
A'f*rr]bi& T-i?mj>ti.lL^Li. 
A BbiLLpIeton. 
A WQwian Uittr. 
Tb e JlJt, .V rberii r cn-i t- , : 
A OeodStorlfiQt Map. 
A FflrUaa« S^cret- 
Bfadlana.: anl EibU 
CbAxacterj;. 



A T^yi^« lo the Capr. 
Bo«k fertile Eamna^trlL 
MjrstervQt 'Oce&n fitu" 
JanoT Harlow Q' 
An Ocean trasfdj-. 
A Tale at Two Tmnnols. 



I9 Ha LSc Kaii7 
U-Jod Ship 'Molifn:Jt.' 

Hcitt of Oilt. 

thfl i^ila of t^p tc4. 

Tiio I>aflt Sutir^H 



By DORA RUSSELL. -Drift of Fate. 

BAYLE 5T. JOHN.-A Levantine Family. 

By ADELINE SERGEANT. 

Or. Endicott's Experiment. 
Under False Pretences. 

By QEORQB R. 5IM5, 



Dagonet Abroad. 
Once Upon a Christmas 

Time. 
Without the Lim( 



Rones and Vagabonds. 
In London's Heart. 
Mary Jane Married. 
The Small-part Lady. 



A Blmd Marriage. 
By HAWLEY SMART. 

Without Love or Licence, i The Ontaider. 

The Master of Bathkelly. Beatrice ft Benedick. 

Long Odds. I A Racing Rubber. 

By T. W. SPEIGHT. 
A Secret of &e Sea. i A Minion of the Moon. 
The Orey Monk. Secret Wyvem Towers. 

The Master of Trenance The Doom of Siva. 
Tbe Web of Fate. 
The Strange Experiences of Mr. Verschoyle. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 



A FeUow of Trinity. 
The Junior Dean. 
Master of St. Benedict's. 
To his Own Master. 
Oallantry Bower. 
In Face of the World. 
Orchard Damerel. 



The Tremlett Diamonds. 
The Wooing of May. 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
A Proctor's Wooing. 
Fortune's Gate. 
Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 
Mary Vninn. 



Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 

By JOHN STAFFORD. -Doris and L 

By R. STEPHENS.— The Omclform Mark. 

By R. NEIL50N STEPHENS. 

PhUipWinwood. 



R. A. STERNDALE.— The Afghan Knife. 
R. L. STEVENSON.— The Suicide Club. 

By FRANK STOCKTON. 

The Young Master of Hyson Hall. 

By SUNDOWNER. Told by the TaflraU. 
By ANNIE THOMAS. -The Sirens Web. 
BERTHA THOMAS.— The VloIin-PUyer 

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE 

Like Ships upon Sea. i Mabel's Progress. 
Anne Furness. i 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

The Way we Live How. I Scarborough's Family. 
Fran Frbhmann. j The Laad-Leagvers. 

Marion Fay. | 

By IVAN TUROENIEFF, &c. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN, 



Choice Works. 
Library of Humour. 
The Innocents Abroad. 
Roughing It: and The 

Innocents at Home. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The American Claimant. 
AdventnresTomSawyc 
ibroad. 



^er 



Tom Sawyer Al 

Tom Sawyer, Detective 



Tlirv Ondo'l Arc. 
Pilace an A tm TikatVf* 
Lire Qii i^it Mlssinlfmi. 
Tl^^ A<ivQntar*a of 
J£u :kiebcrrji PiuB. 
A V^nbt^fl at tku Ccurt 



C. C. F.-TYTLER.— Mistress Judith. 
_ By SARAH TYTLER. 

WItatShe CameThrongh Mrs. Carmichaers God* 



desses. I Lady Bell. 
Ruhel Iiiangton . 
AHmieymoon's Eclipse. 
A Toung'Dragon. 



Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackhall^hosts. 
The Macdonald Lass. 
Witch-Wife. I Sapphira 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 

The Queen against Owen. 

By ALBERT D. VANDAM. 

A Court Tragedy. 

By E. A. VIZETELLY.-The Scorpion. 
By F. WARDEN.— Joan, the Curate. 

By CY WARMAN.-Express Messenger. 

By A. WERNER. 

Chapenga's White Man. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 



For Honour and Life. 
A Woman Tempted Him 
Her Two MiUlons. 
Two Pinches of Bnu9. 
Nigel Fortesoue. 
Birch Dene. 
The Phantom City. 
A Queer Race. 
Ben Clough. 



The Old Factory. 
Red Ryvington. 
Ralph Norbreck's Trust 
Tmstmoney 
Sons of Belial. 
Roy of Roy's Court. 
With the Red Eagle. 
6f>ange Crimes (True 
Stones). 



By ATHA WESTBURY. 

The Shadow of Hilton Fembrook. 

By C. J. WILLS.— An Easygoing FeUow. 

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 

Cavalry Life ; and Regimental Legends. 
A Soldier's Children. 

By E. ZOLA. 
The Joy of Life. | His Masterpiece. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 
Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 
The Conquestof Plassans. | Qermlnal. 
The Honour of the Aimy. 
The Downfall. I His Excellency. S 

The Dream. I Money. I The Dtam-Shop. 
Dr. Pascal. I Lourdes. I Rome. I Paris. 
The Fat and the Thin. | Fruitfulntfss. | Work 

By ' ZZ. '—A Nineteenth Century Mlraslt 



36 CriAtTO & WINDUS. Pttblfstiert, tti gt. Martln*> Uae, London, WX. 
CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S. each. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVB. 

Favl F«rroll. 

Why Paul F«itoI1 KUlad hli Wife. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Onr« of Bonis. | Tbe Sed Sultaa. 
By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
Tho Bar Sinlitor. 

By MORT. & PRANCES COLLINS. 



By ARTBMUS WARD. 

Artemu Ward Complete. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 

Uaid. Wife.or WldovT I A Life Intsrest. 
Blind Fate. I Mona's Choice. 

Valerie's Fats. | By Womans Wit. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 

PhlllBtla. I Babylon. ' 

Strange Stories. 
Tor Maimie's Bake. 
In all Shades. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
The Devil's Die. 
The Tents of Bbem. 
The Great Taboo. 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 
Fbra the Fhosnlcian. 

BY FRANK BARRETT. 



Dumaresq's Daughter. 
Ducheas of Powytland. 
Blood Royal. [piece. 
Ivan Greet's Master- 
The BcaUywag. 
ThU Mortal C^IL 
At Market Valne. 
Under Sealed Orders. 



Fettered for Life. 
Little Lady Linton. 
Botween Life ft Death. 
Sin of Olga Zassoolich. 
Folly Morrison. 
Lieat. Barnabas. 
Honest Davie. 
A Prodigal's Pr^ess. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. I Chronicles of No man 

Savage Life. | Land. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 



Found Onllty. 
A Recoiling Vengeance. 
For Love and Honour. 
John Ford, &c. 
Woman of IronBrace'ts 
The Hardin? Scandal. 
A Missing Witness. 



Leady- 



Ready- Money Mortiboy 



My Little Qirl. 
Witl 



nth Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of Thelema. 

By Sir WALTER BESANT. 
AU Sorts and Condi- The Bell of St. Paul's. 



By Celia's Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lncraft. 
In Ti-afalgar's Bay. 
The Ten Tears' Tenant. 



tions of Men. 
The Captains' Boom. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
The World Went Very 

Well Then. 
Children of Gibson. 
Herr Paulus. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
T« Call Her Mine. 
The Master Craftsman. 



The Holy Rose. 

Armorel of Lyoi 

B.Katberine shy Tower 
Verbena CameUla Bte- 

phanotis. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Queen. 
Beyond tlie Dreams of 

Avarice. 
The Revolt of Man. 
In Deacon's Ordera 
The C ity of Refuge. 



By AMBROSE BIERCB. 

In the Midst of Life. 

BY BRET HARTE. 



Califomian Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
Luck of Roaring Camp. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 



Flip. J Maruja. 

A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
A Waif of the Plains. 
Ward of Golden Gate. 



By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



The Martyrdom of Ma- 
deline. 
The New Abelard. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 
Rachel Dene. I Matt. 
Lady Eilpatrick. 



Bhadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 
Annsa Water. 

By BUCHANAN and MURRAY, 
Tbe Charlatan. 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Bhadow of a Crime. I The Deemster. 
A Son of Bagar. | 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the 'Black Prince.' 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 

The Adventures of Jones. 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 

For the Love of a Lass. 



Sweet Anne Pag*. 
Transmigration. 
From Bfidnight to Mid- 
night. 
A Fight with Fortnne. 



Sweet and Twenty. 
The Village Comedy. 
Yon Play me False. 
Blacksmith and Scholsr 
Frances. 



By WILKIE COLLINS. 



Armadale. T AfterDark, 
No Name. 
Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
lIlssorMrs.T 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
.The Law and the Lady 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
A Bogne's Life. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 

Every Inch a Soldier. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK, 
The Prophet of the Great Snioky Monntaini. 

By MATT CRIM. 
The Adventures of a Fair BebeL 

By B. M. CROKER. 
Pretty Miss NevUle. — " " 



My MisceUanles. 
•The Woman in Whits. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Mitt Fineh. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and ScientA 
'I Bay No I' 
The Evil Genins. 
Little Novels, 
Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 



Diana Barrington. 
'To Let.' 

A Bird of Passage. 
Proper Pride. 
A Family Likeness. 
IhirdPi 



ATh 



1 Pernon. 



VilliRge Tales and Jva^fl9 

Tnwedies. 
Two Masters. 

Mr. Jervis. 

The Real Lady Hilda. 

Married or Single ? 

Interference. 



By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist ; or. Port Salvation. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 



In the Grip of the Law. 
From Information Rt> 

ceived. 
Tracked to Denm. 
Link by Link 
Suspicion Aron'^ 
Dark Deeds. 
Riddles Read. 



The Man-Hunter. 
Tracked and Taken. 
Caught at Last I 
Wanted I 
Who Poisoned Hetty 

Duncan 7 
Man from Manchester. 

A Detective's Triumphs 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. 
The Chronicles of Michael Danevltch. 

By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDF^.. 
A Point of Honour. { Archie Lovell. 

By EDWARD EOaLESTON. 

Rozy. 

By G. MANVILLE FENN. 
The New Mistress. | The Tiger Idly. 

Witness to the Deed. | The White Virgin. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. I Second Mrs. Tillotson 

Never Forgotten. Seventy • five Brooks 

Polly. ^ Street. 

Fatal Zero. ^ ) The Lady of BrantJOBCV 

By P. FITZGERALD and otberx 
Strange Secrets. 

■^ -^ -^ FRANCILLON. 
King or Knave? 



By R. 

Olympla. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 
Queen Cophetua. 



Romances of the Law. 

Ropes of Sand. 

A Dog and his Sliadsv 



By HAROLD FREDERIC. 

Beth's Brothers Wife. | Tbe Uwtoa GM. 
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Two-SHn-LiNG Novels— fo;i/i««rrf. 

by 

Pandurang Hari. 

By GILBERT QAUL. 

A Btrange Hanoscript. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 

In Honour Bound. 
Flower of the Forest 



ftobin Cray. 
Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gold. 



Wliatwill World Say? 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In' PasturcM Green. 
Qneen of the Meadow. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 



The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart's DeUght. 
Blood-Money. 



By WILLIAM GILBERt. 

James Doke. 

By ERNEST GLANVILLE. 

The Lost Heiress. I The Fossicker 

A Fair Colonist. | 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
Bed Spider. i Eve. 

By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Every-day Papers. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 



Beatrix Randolph. 

Lore— or a Naine. 

David Poindexter's Dis- 
appearance. 

The Spectre of the 
Camera. 



«arth. 

ElUce Quentin. 

Fortune's FooL 

Miss Oadogna. 

Sebastian Stromt. 

Dust. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan dt Biron. 

By G. A. HENTY. 

Bnjnb the Juggler. 

By HEADON HILL. 

Zambra the DetectiTe. 

By JOHN HILL. 
Treaioii Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHBL HOEY. 
The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 



A Maiden all Forlorn. 

In Durance Vilt. 

Marvel. 

A Mental Struggle. 

A Modem Circe. 

ApxU's Lady. 

Peter's Wife. 



Lady Vomer's Flight. 
The Bed-House Mystery 
The Three Graces. 
Unsatisfactory Lover. 
Lady Patty. 
Mora Oreina. 
Professor's Experiment. 



By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT, 

That Other Person. I The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. I 

By MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Faots and Fictions. 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. | Passion's Slave. 

• The Wearing of the Bell Barry. 
Green.' I 

By BDMOND LBPBLLBTIER 
lladamt Bans-Gene. 

By JOHN LBYS. 
The Lindsays. 

By.E. LYNN. LINTON. 



PatrieUKemhaU. 

The World Well Lort. 

Under which Lord T 

Paston Oarew. 

•My Level' 

lone. 

With ft BUken Thrtad. 



The Atonement of Learn 

Dundas. 
Rebel of the Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 
The One Too Many. 
Dulcle Zvertcn. 



By HENRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 



Dear Lady Disdain. 
Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter 
I Fair Saxon. 



Donna Quixote. 

Maid of Athens. 

The Comet oi a Seascn. 

The Dictator. 

Red Diamonds. 

The Riddle Eing. 



Al 

Lin!e V Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Camiola 

By HUGH MACCOLL. 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Heather and Snow. 

By AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 

By BRANDHR MATTHEWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

By L. T. MEADE. 

A Soldier of Fortune. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 
The Man who was Good. 

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion. 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 
Hathereourt Rectory. 

By J. E. MUODOCK. 

Stories Weird and Won- 1 From the Boiom of the 

deriul. Deep. 

The Dead Man's Secret. | 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Ooa s cf Fire. 

Val Strange. I Hearts. 

Old Blazers Hero. 

The Way of the World 

Cynic Fortune. 

A Life's Atonement 

By the Gate of the Sea. 



A Bit of Humft^i Nature. 
First Perso9 Singular. 
Bob Martinw LittleGirL 
Time's Revengea 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst Peril. 
Mount Despair. 
A Capful o' NaUs 



By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

One Traveller Returns, i The Bishops' 9m^. 
Paul Jones's Alias. | 

By HUME NISBET. 

* Bail Up I ' I Dr.Bernard St. Vincent 

By W. E. N0RRI5. 

Saint Ann's. i Billy BeUew. 

By GEORGES OHNET. 

Dr. Ramean. I A Weird Gift 

A Last Love. t 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. I The Greatest Heiress in 

The Primrose Path. | England. 

By OUIDA. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemaine'sGage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

FoUe Farina. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Princess Napraxlne. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 



Two Lit Wooden Shoes. 
Moths. 
Bimbi. 
Piplstrello. 
A Village Commune. 
Wanda. 
Othmar 
Frescoes. 
In MaremmA. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
SyrUn. 

Santa Barbara. 
Two Offenders 
OuidA's Wisdom, 
and Fathoa 



Wit. 



By MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 

Gentle and Simple. 



h 
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Two-Shiluno HovKLa—cotttinued. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRABD. 

Tbe Konuuiee of a Btation. 
The Bool of Counton Adrian. 
Outlaw aacl lawmaker. J Mn. TrtCMJ^isi 
Christina CQiard. | 

By RICHARD PRYCB. 
KlM SCazwaU's AffMtiODa. 

By JAMES PAYN. 



Benttack'i Tator. 

Mvrphy'c Master. 

A Ooanty Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

The ClylTards of Olyjfe. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

The Best of Hust>ands. 

Waiter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

Humorous Stories. 

£200 Reward. 

A Marine Residence. 

Mirk Abbey 

§f Proxy. 
Oder One Boof. 
High Spirits. 
Oarlyon's Year. 
From Exile. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit. 
The Canon's Ward. 



The Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
A Perrect Treasuro. 
What He Cost Her. 
A Confldentlal Agent 
Glow-worm Talea 
The Burnt Million. 
Sunny Stories. 
Lost Sir Musingberd. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline's HarTest. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Mot Wooed, but Won. 
Less Black than We're 

Painted. 
Somo Private Views. 
A Grape ftrom a Thorn. 
The Mystery of Mir- 

bridge. 
The Word and the Will. 
A Prince of the Btood. 
A Trying Patient. 



By CHARLES -READS. 

It Is Never Too Late to ' 



Mend. 
Christie Johnstone. 
The Double Marriage. 
Put Tourself In His 

Place 
Love Me Little, Love 

Me Long. 
She Cloister and the 

Hearth. 
Course of True Love. 
The Jilt. 
The Autobiography of 

a Thief. 



A Terrible Temptation. 
Foul Play. 
The Wandering Heir. 
Hard Cash. 
Singleheartaad Double* 

tMB. 

Good Stories of Man and 

other Animals. 
Peg Wofington. 
Orimth Gaunt. 



A Perilous Secret 

A Simpleton. 

Readlana. 

A Woman-Hater. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDBLL. 



The Uninhabited House. 
The Mystery in Palace 

Gardens. 
The Nun's Curse. 
Idle Tales. 



Weird Stories. 
Fairy Water. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
The Prince of Wales's 
Garden Party. 

By P. W. ROBINSON. 

Women are Strange. I The Woman In the Dark 
The Hands of Justice. ) 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL, 
Round the OaUey Fire. 



^y Shipm^^e LonJBi^. 
Afonei DuWldBW34e Ai^n. 
O^ood Ship ' K<i<heG^.' 
ToB PiEiaiitDzn Death. 
I> H? the Min 7 
litart al Opk.. 
tht Cauvlct ablo^ 
ThQ Ti.le at th4T«ll. 

Tha laat Boiry. 

By DORA RUSSELL. 

A Country Sweetheart. 

By QEORQB AUGUSTUS SALA. 

easlfght and Daylight. 

By_^ QEORQB R. SIMS. 



Ontiie Fo'k'sle Head. 

In the Middle Watch. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Ham- 
mock. 

The Mystery of the 
* Ocean Star.' 

The Romance of Jenny 
Harlowe. 



The Ring o' dells. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. 
Dramas of Life. 
Tinkletop'B Crime. 
My Two Wives. 



Zeph. 

Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Scones from the Show. 
The 10 Commandments. 
Dagonet Abroad. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 



By ARTHUR SKETCKLEY. 

A Match in the Dark. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 

Without Love or Licence. I The Plunger. 
Beatrice and Benedick. | Long Odds. 
The Master of RathkeUy. | 

By T. W. SPEIGHT. 

The Mysteries of Heron i Back to Life. 

Dyke. i The LoudwaterTragedy 

The Golden Hoop. Barge's Romance. 

Hoodwinked. Quittance in Full. 

By Devious Ways. i A Husband O-om the Sea 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 



Orchard Damerel. 

In the Face of theWorld. 

The Tremlett Diamonds. 



A FeUow of Trinity. 
The Junior Dean. 
MaFterof Bt.Beuedict's 
To His Own Master. 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 

The Afghan Knife. 
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